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**GUNS WILL make us powerful; butter will only 

malrp US fat-** HELD MARSHAL GOERING 




BOOK I 


THE BENEFITS OF BUTTER 



“leaving the old, both worlds at once they 
That stand upon the threshold of the new. 



CHAPTER ONE 


WHEN A MAN has spent twenty-five years m foreign coimmes, 
he does not adapt himself readily to the restrictions oi Me m 
England We all know the tragedy of the avil servant or 
soldier who, after a long period of pleasant foreign semce, 
comes home to eke out an empty existence on a small pen¬ 
sion in Cheltenham or Camberley. Still harder is the lot of 
the Tnan who, by circumstances of chance or of his own folly, 
is forced to abandon a post abroad, which he likes, for one at 

home which is repugnant. 

Until recendy I belonged to this second category of re¬ 
turned exile. With the exception of three years in Malaya, 
my life ftom 1905 to 1929 had been hved in Central and 

Europe. Twelve of these years had been spent in the 
consular and diplomatic services of my country. Then, suf¬ 
fering ftom the post-war resdessness of my generation, I had 
abandoned government service for a post in a Central Euro¬ 
pean bank which was sponsored by the Bank of England. 
My new work took me at more or less regular intervals to 
the different capitals of Central and South-Eastern Europe 
and, although I was no banker, the life was not unpleasant. 
After a few years of lofty endeavour the bank failed to realise 
its own expectations, and with the shrinkage of its business I 
found myself at a dead end. A chance meeting with Lord 
Beaverbrook brought me the offer of a journalistic post in 
Fleet Street under Im aegis. I accepted it. 

My change of occupation meant my withdrawal ftom 
Europe. Lord Beaverbrook is a generous but insistent task¬ 
master. I was nailed to my desk in London. From 1929 to 
1937 my visits to Europe were few and of short duration. 
Journalism involved the abandonment of my active interest in 
foreign affairs, for the pohcy of my newspaper was isolation¬ 
ist and offered Kttle scope for the display of my special know¬ 
ledge of the s mall er countries of Central Europe. 
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I am grateful to Lord Beaverbrook. His kindness and 
hospitaHty were unstinted. At his house I met most ot die 

political and pubhc figures in Britain, and from ^ 

I absorbed some wisdom and much useful knowledge. 
But I was not happy. I chafed under the irksome restramts of 
an exacting profession. Moreover. I was not andnever should 
be a good journalist. Few of Lord Beaverbrook s young i 
are bom journalists. Fewer sdll would escape the anonymty 
of mediocrity, but for the fact that they Me controUed, 
guided, and influenced by the master-mind of a man who, it 
^e pubhc did not regard him solely as a newspaper-pro¬ 
prietor, would be acknowledged as the most able joutnamt 
of his time. I felt that, if Fleet Street was an education, it oi^ht 
not to be a permanency except for bom journalist 
Tames Agate, whose genius enables him to command a brilliant 
independence. After my first two years I wanted to abandon 
daily journalism. I longed to return to the Eurof^ Me 
whici I knew and liked. Unfortunately, decision does not 
come so easily to middle-age as to youth, and for nearly 
seven years I drifted on the slack tide of postponemmt 
There are in the world’s Hterature two prescriptive stones 
about journalism. The fint is Daudet’s story of The Goat of 
M. Seguiti. It was written, you will remember, m reply to a 
letter from M. Pierre Gringoire, lyrical poet of Paris. Haymg 
spent rpn years in the loyal service of Apollo, M. Gringmre is 
(bwn-at-heels and often hungry. Nevertheless, he has refused 
a bread-and-butter job as a columnist on a Paris newspaper 
because he considers such work degrading. Dauckt 'vratts 
advising him to take the post, and to give point to his advice 

he tells the story of M. Seguin’s goat. 

M. Seguin is a small proprietor in Provence. The joy ot 
his life are his goats. But he has no luck with them. Sooner or 
later they break the cord which attaches them to the picket m 
the enclosure behind his house. Then they dimb the moim- 
tain to enjoy the wild grass which is so much sweel^ than 
the grass of slavery. After a few hours of freedom they ate 
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devoured by the mountain wolf. Having lost six goats m 
this manner, M. Seaiiin buys a s-cventh. And tlm tune he 
takes the precaution to buy a very young goat whose name 
is Blanquette. At first Blanquette seems happy, and M. be- 
guin, who loves her more than all his other goats, is en¬ 
chanted. 1 r 

“At last”, he says, “I have found a goat who does not chate 

under the restraints of captivity.” i j 

But M. Seguin is mistaken. Blanquette is bored. One day 
she, too, expresses a desire for the mountain, and to protert 
her against her own misgmded judgment he locks her in the 
stable. Unfortunately, he leaves the window open. As soon 
as his back is turned, Blanquette skips over the ledge ^d trips 
her way up the mountain-sicle. There she spends the happiest 
day of her life. The grass is more luscious than the grass of the 
enclosure. She meets a young chamois and for an hour or two 
flirts with him dehciously. Then night falls, and Blanquette 
hears the howl of the woE From far away she catches the 
sound of M. Seguin’s horn summoning her home. For a 
moment she thinks of going back. Then she remembers the 
cord and the picket in the enclosure, and resolutely she 
spurns a life of servitude. As she turns, she sees the glistening 
eyes of the woE All through the night she fights h i m with 
her horns. But with the dawn her strength fails, and in the 
morning the woE eats her. 

M, Daudet was a confirmed behever in economic “Safety 
first” 

The other story, a true one, concerns Francis Carco, the 
popular French novelist and, in his youth, the closest fiiend 
of the painter Modigliam. Like Daudet s poet, like Modi¬ 
gliani himseE, Carco could make no headway in the arts. 
Like many other young Frenchmen he preferred the bread¬ 
less fireedom of Montmartre and the Boidevard St, Michel to 
the monotony of routine. In those days he was a poet. The 
ideals of hterature were not to be sacrificed on the altar of 
daily journalism. But one day not long before the Great War 
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he suflfered a momentary weakness firom starvation md ac¬ 
cepted a post as junior reporter onJL’Homme Libre, the Pans 

newspaper of M. Clemenceau. 

On his own confession he was an indifferent reporter, rle 
took no interest in his newspaper. He was given small t^e 
stories to report and reported them badly. On the anniver¬ 
sary of the theft of the “Mona Lisa” from the Louvre he was 
sent to interview the Paris Prefect of PoUce and was lacked 
out. He came back without a “story”, without even an ac¬ 
count of his ignominious exit. Obviously he would not have 

lasted long in English or American journalism. 

Then, one day, there was a typied French political s<^^ 
A French admiral had taken part officially in a religious 
manifestation at Athens on Good Friday, and Clemenc^u, 
fiercely anti-derical, had been demandhig the officer s dis^ 
missal In the hottest moment of the camp^ it was dis¬ 
covered that the admiral had acted on official instrumom. 
The Presidential decree authorising his pamtipation in the 
manifestation had actually been published in the news^pCT, 
La Croix, Here was bigger game for Clemenceau, and tte 
“Tiger’s” eyes shone with the light of battle. He wanted the 
number of La Croix immediately, and when he said “im¬ 
mediately” it meant that the whole staff would be tormented 

until he got what he wanted. 

The editor rang his bell All the reporters were out except 

“Go at once to the office of La Croix and bring back the 
number with the famous decree,” said the editor. 

“What decree?” asked Carco. 

The editor exploded. 

“Don’t you read the newspapers?” 

“No.” 

“Don’t you read your own newspaper? 

“No.” 

“Do you mean to say that you don’t read Cle; 

“No.” stammered the unfortunate Carco. 


IlMI 


iceau? 
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There was a moment’s silence while the editor wrestled 
with his collar. Then Georges Mandel, who was in the room, 
intervened: 

“My young fiiend, you wdl read Clemenceau. ... You 
will come to the editor every evening and you will give him 
a summary of Clemenceau’s leader. Otherwise... 

There was no mist akin g the threat in that silky voice, and 
for a week Carco carried out his instructions. Then his soul 
rebelled, and he walked out. He had nothing in his pocket 
except the manuscript of a half-finished novel. He went back 
to his garret. But firom his window he saw the Seine flowing 
like a thread of silver between the dark waUs of the quais. It 
was spring, and the trees were just turning green. He was 
free. He knew that he was “rhomme hbre”, and that tlie 
men whom he had left behind in the newspaper oflice were 
slaves. 

To-day, Carco is one of the most successful French au¬ 
thors, a member of the Academie Goncourt and a best-seller 
in every coimtry in which French is read. His story is the 
very antithesis to Daudet’s cautionary tale, and, although I 
should not like anyone to take either my career or my char¬ 
acter as a model, I would say this to British youth: “Live 
boldly and beware of the groove of routine. There are only 
two things in life that count. Make up your min d what you 
want to do and then, provided that you aim high, do it -with 
all your might.” 

As for myself, my position in Fleet Street was much the 

same as that of Carco and of Daudet’s poet. Indeed, if I was 

better paid, I was worse off. For I was much older and had 

heavier responsibihties. But Carco’s courage appealed to me 

much more than Daudet’s caution. During the later years of 

my journalistic career the two stories never left my mind. In 

direct connection with my own problem I discussed them 

with my relatives and wii my &ends. My father was on 

Daudet s side. My brother and Harold Nicolson were ardent 
Carcoists. 
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My final decision was influenced more by chance than by 
persuasion. Towards the end of 1936 I began to fed the 
strain of working in Fleet Street all day and writing boob 
by night. Then an attack of influenza knocked me out and, 
filin g depressed, I determined to take medical advice. Close 
to my house hved Dr. David McMyn, one of the finest 
Rugby football forwards that ever played for Cambridge and 
Sco^d. Although he was much younger than I, we bd 
been fiiends for some years. He had his full share of brains 
and brawn. He had been Head of the school at Fettes and 
had done briUiandy at his hospital. Rosy-cheeked, broad- 
shouldered, and glowing with health, he had as sane an out¬ 
look on life as any man I knew. What was more important, 
he had acquired fi:om first-hand observation a practicai 
knowledge of the strain of Fleet Street. I sent for him. He 
sounded me all over and asked me a long list of questions. 

Then he smiled. 

“You’re all right,” he said. “But do you remember the 
case of the man who shot himself in the taxi-cab a few 
minutes before his insurance policy would have lapsed in 
order that the insurance money might be available for his 
heirs and for his creditors? There was a case over it. The 
Court of Appeal gave its verdict in fevour of the insurance 
company on the grounds of pubHc policy. 

I remembered the case. 

“Well,” said David, “if you asked me to-day to define the 
surest method of committing legalised suicide I should say 
unhesitatingly: ‘lead the life that you are living. You can t 
go on writing books and doing daily journalism. One -vM 
have to go or you’ll go. What are you going to do about it?’ ” 

His blunmess brought me to the plunge. I had no hesite- 
tion over the choice. I went to Lord Beaverbrook. I told him 
that I wished to give up Journalism in order to write books. 
He received me with great kindness. Whatever he may have 
thought of my chances of success, he wish^ me well In 
these personal interviews Lord Beaverbrook s human side, 




CHAPTER TWO 


AN AUTHOR, IF not whoUy independent, can, at least, live and 

where he likes. He is tied to no office. The area of his acti¬ 
vities is as wnde as the world itself. This mobility is perhaps 
the most pleasant attribute of an author s life. 

I confess that at first I found my new freedom slightly ^ 
WTldering. I wanted to travel again. Where was I to begm? 
Europe was a large field. Should I try to go back to Russia? 
The desire was there, but I was not sure of the nature of my 
reception. Once again chance, which has intervened so often 
in my life, brought opportunity to my door-step in the form 
of a message from Rex Leeper of the Foreign Office. W^ould 
I undertake a lecturing tour in the Ba lk a ns and Central 
Europe on behalf of the British Council, the new institution 
for the development of British cultural relations abroad? 
The Council, which receives a small Government subsidy, 
was supported by the Foreign Office. I should receive such 
official assistance as could properly be given. 

I accepted at once. I had a preliminary and helpful talk 
with Sir Robert Vansittart, the brilliant descendant of a bril¬ 
liant family which has given to Britain several famous public 
men. One, Nicholas Vansittart, w^as Chancellor of the Ex¬ 
chequer during the most difficult period of the Napoleonic 
wars. When he resigned, he left to his successor a surplus re¬ 
venue of ^2,000,000. This Nicholas Vansittart took a keen 
interest in foreign afiairs, and had been employed on, at 
least, one important mission abroad. 

Kno\^^^g the family histoiy', I wondered if, in his turn. 
Sir Robert would be summoned to play a similar role in the 
affairs of Britain. If there were another war, his abihty, his 
resolute courage, his immense capacity for work, and his 
wide knowledge of foreign affairs would make him one of 
the most indispensable men in the country. Attractive, witty, 
full of charm and a brilliant linguist, he excels in delicate 

le 
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negotiations with foreign diplomatists. I know only one 
min or failure in his pubhc career. Many years ago he was 
best rnan at Sir Joseph Addison's wedding. At the crucial 
moment he dropped the ring down a grating in the church 
floor. 

With Sir Robert’s backing the arrangements for my jour¬ 
ney were soon made, and early in 1937 I set out on a five 
weeks' tour which took me to all the capitals and sub-capitals 
of Central and South-Eastern Europe including Prague, 
Bratislava, Buda-pest, Zagreb, Belgrade, Sofia, Bucharest, 
Cluj, and Vienna. As far as the physical strain was concerned, 
it was a more hectic and more strenuous affair than even an 
American lecture contract. As a Scot I lectured rather cheek¬ 
ily on “An Englishman Looks At The World”. 

On the whole the tour was moderately successful. There 
was the inevitable contretemps. In Zagreb a Scot, who did 
not appreciate my humorous sallies at the expense of both 
Scots and English, walked out rather ostentatiously in the 
middle of my lecture. In Vienna where Herr Schuschnigg 
did not like the Beaverbrook Press and the British Minister 
did not think that I was a serious enough person to address a 
serious people like the Viennese, I was left to my own de¬ 
vices. On the other hand, the Hungarians, who had no 
reason to r^ard as a great fnend anyone so closely con¬ 
nected with Slav countries as myself, received me widi their 
habitual hospitality and kindness, and in Buda-pest I spoke 

from the Spier’s dais in the Delegations Hall in the Houses 
of Parli ament. 

From Countess Bethlen I heard a graphic account of her 
famous husband's escape from the Communists at the end of 
Ae war. At that time he was living on his estate in Transyl¬ 
vania. One day an armed band of Communists came to kill 
him. They ignored Countess Bethlra and the Hungarian ser¬ 
vants and directed their questions to a Serbian prisoner of war 
who was still living on the estate. The Serb told the Com¬ 
munists that Count Bethlen had gone out to visit one of his 
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fanr.v The CoiTURunists set out to look for him and •fier a 
vain search returned to threaten the Serb. This time 
made liini speak ^sitli a dozen rifles pointed at Us breast. 

Serb, however, stuck to his story, and because he was a Seib 
the Communists believed him and went away. 

Count Bethlen was in the house the whole tii ne. T he 
was then free and was leaving for Belgrade that eve^^-Bm 
he was grateful to the Bethlens. As a prisoner he h^ 
struck dosvTi bv the virulent Spanish “flu” which was claimin g 
hundreds of vnerims in Hungary. “Of course,” said Countess 

Bethlen simplv. “I had nursed him myself.” 

I like this stor>'. I see in it a hopeful augury for Ae appe^ 
ment of national hatreds, for it is a pleasant reflection ^ 
the one great Euro^ figure whoin Hvmg^ has pfodu^ 
since the war shoidd owe not only his life but al» his life s 

work to the courage and gratitude of a Ser^ , 

In Rumania I enjoyed myself Aorougl^and fonneda 

nesv and much more favourable opinion of Ae Romanians^ 
Transylvania, where keen Rumanm mglexs ® 

mounum trout streams which one day I me^ 

f T_^nated by the erudition and sinwhcity oi 

j r'K,; liftlp ranital Oi diC 



the inteUigentsia, and at tne umc 

Vince, 1 dSU the “hora” with sober and earnest amveraty 

gave me my f™, 

L poUtidans ^d pubhc figu^ and I was 

wL&.ed by Ae welcome and hospiiahty of my old fewids 

in Czechoslovakia and Yi^oslavia. 

On mv return to London I wrote a 
Foreign Office. My conclusions, if not op«“^ 

respect favourable. What impressed me most was 
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ep yens of my ^giade had become 

W been tpoimed. V^ 

rodd ^ ^elve mombs, I behave 

Sdidonal “if dm conclusion would 
‘“rhir^^my com, but it had been very exhamting- 

I Lk a silent vow dut nevet again would I go 

''^^langed my mind. In tbe aun^ of 1937 1 te^v^ 

^ S Nniwav Sweden, and Denmark, and once agam I 

: travel restlessness in my blood 
iderarions of ^tigue. At the request and with the 
British Sa Holland was added to my 

***l' 1 i^'S'*to have this opportunity of re-raip the 
standing. I like the Dutch people. I admire Acm for their 

courage, for their outstanding abihty, ^d for their inex- 

capacity for hard work. And the Hag^ is ^rL 
my fevouritc capital Its .-cat square, its woods and pa 
Jih die deer feeding tranquaiy on t^ nch green grass, ana 
die absence of even the vestigr of a slum ^vc to it an atmo¬ 
sphere of sohdity and peace^ess which is not to be fpjind 
Z any other capital in Europe. I like the true dcmoCTacy of 
its bicycles. Boys and girls, wii th^ .«iis stretch^ across 

tt> rest on each de^ 

IMracs md gcn—k ride to work ^ Wcles. House re- 
Hiovals are carried out on bicydes. The pohe- nde bicycles 
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w^ith a special slot below the handle-bars for dieir swwds. 
Everywhere are parking places for bicycles. Even one of die 
arcades forming the wings of the Queen’s Palace has a stand 
for bicycles. And the Palace has a s tr eet number like the 
smallest house in the Noordeindc. 


I \ield readily to the routine influence of the Hague. I fed 
pleasantly subdued in the quiet but expensive respectability 
of the Hotel des Indes. I enjoy die gende conversaricMi with M. 
Rey, its erudite Monagasque proprietor who knows so much 
and whose discretion is so irkwme. I like the half-empty res¬ 
taurant, because it gives me an opportunity to watch Herr 
Mannheimer, once the partner of the great Berlin banking 
house of Mendelssohn and to-day the most powerful Jewish 
exile in the world. He is the mysteiy' man of Europe. No- 
bodv knows the extent of his fortune. But he is or has been 
the banker of the Frendi Govemmenc His wealth does 
seem to have brought him happiness. The Hague is jusdy 
famed for the excellence of its food. But Herr Mannhdmcr 
dines off a betde of mineral water and a tiny sole. Hb health 
is not good. He looks frail He walks slowly as though die 
burden of his cares was too heavy for his shoulders. 

I know, too. no more pleasant emotion than to stroll down 
the Voorhout to the Maurttshuds and then, after admim^ 
and env^-ing the serene tranquillity of Vermeer’s RtHter- 
damschc V^aart, to w'alk through the Bmnenhof and frtmi the 
other side w*atch the winter sun shedding its pale rays on the 


placid waters of the Vijvcr lake. 

I must qualify' this eulogy of r jc Hague by d^ statemen t 

that to the stranger the city ma' ' seem cold and friendless, fcff 

the Dutch arc as reserved and as diflBcult to know as the Ei^- 

Ush. Fortunately, I have tb^ advantage of knowing some 

influential Dutchmen. And for such knowledge of the H^pc 

as I possess I am Kamcbcck, the former 

Dutch Foreign to^lay Commis- 

sk>ncr for South « one of the and 

1 j . j* somansts that I have ever met, and, as he n sdD 
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for the fcher-foft. When I thought of Edm- 

Or,v». K„neheeh Ut 

^ „Jy respontible for the intemive camprt^f > 1 ™ 

AorougK and since the war they have done a great work 
TSnce against revolution by providmg housmg 

amenities for the working classes. ‘ Give the woman a 

has been their motto, and the Dutch woman has made the 

cxcellenthome provided for her spotlessly clean. 

With Dr. van Kamebeek, I paid some years ago my first 
visit to the Peace Palace. It is to my mind rather a grim and 
forbidding building, affording food for reflection bo* to the 
idealist and to the cynic. Like the League of Nations buildmg 
in Geneva, it has b^ furnished and equipped by contribu¬ 
tions in kind from nearly every country m the world. 
Britain’s gift is in the big meeting room, where sit the fifteen 
judges of the Permanent Court of International Justice, and 
tS the form of stained glass windows representing war and 
peace. The cynically minded may see something sinister m 
the rhaf Germany’s contribution is outside the Palace. 
She gave the massive wrought-iron gates which not only 
guard the entrance, but also create the effect that Peace and 
anyone ^ would have some difficulty in forcing theii 


wav 


m. 

The Palace, given by the late Andrew Carnegie, was 
opened in 1913, and the first President was Dr. van Karne- 
beek’s frther. Tlie first Hague Peace Conference, however, 
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was summoned in 1899, the meetings being held in the 
ten Bosch, the charming Barok palace in the Hague wood. 
Neither since 1899 nor since 1913 has the Hague institution 
been able to do very much for the maintenance of peace. 
Perhaps the first delegates were not attuned to the idea. At 
any rate the only positive instruction given to the French de¬ 
legates at the first Conference was to oppose as guilefully ^ 
possible the adoption of any resolution recommending obH- 
gatory arbitration in international conflicts. There were, too, 
among the delegates of other countries certain men who 
were later to acquire notoriety for actions which were the 
reverse of peaceful. Turkhan Pasha, the Tur kish delegate, is 
remembered to-day as one of the fiercest executants of the 
sanguinary vengeances of Abdul Hamid. One of the Serbian 
delegates was Colonel MaSin who later achieved an unenvi¬ 
able fame for the active part which he played in the murder 
of King Alexander and Queen Draga. I found the Palace de¬ 
pressing. Subsequent visits and added knowdedge of its his¬ 
tory have not altered this first impression. 

If I owe a debt of gratitude to Dr. van Kamebcek, I con¬ 
fess frankly that the cluef attraction of my visits to the Hague 
were my meetings with Dr, Cohjn, Holland s Prime 
Minister and a man who takes a very high place among 
few outstanding post-war statesmen of Europe. Tall with 
dome-shaped head, pink cheeks, pow^erful shoulders, and 
attractive forceful hands, he is of peasant stock and belongs 
to the same type of Dutchmen who during the long struggle 
against Spain let in the famous dykes, built wnth so much toil 
and labour, in order to save their country. He was brought 
up on the Bible and knows it to-day as as Lord B Jdwin 

knows his Horace. His father who was very short-s^ted 
knew it even better. He used to read the lessons in church. 
One day he forgot his glasses, but he went through the 
chapter without a mistake. He knew it off by heart. 

To-day, Dr. Colijn is in his seventieth year, but his h^th 
and energy arc amazing. He still smokes about twenty cigars 



BRUCE LOCKHART i 7 

a day, and I should back him to walk Mr. Hore Belisha or 
Mr. Eden off his feet. He is a stickler for punctuahty and, lo¬ 
calise he knows how to live by the clock, he succeeds in giv¬ 
ing the impression that he has time for ever\-body and every¬ 
thing. He is a great reader and prefers Enghsh history and 
English memoirs to any other form of literature. He is also 
a splendid conversationalist, and I would rather hear him 
for two hours in a small company than listen to the finest 

Parliamentary speech ever made. 

Dr. Cohjn has had a remarkable career. It began in the 

Dutch East Indies where his outstanding abilities soon at¬ 
tracted the attention of van Heutz, Holland’s greatest Gover¬ 
nor-General With van Heutz’s encouragement he built roads 
and hacked new towns out of the Sumatra jungle. He also 
found time to take an active and important part in the war 
against the Achinese. He lived dangerously and had many 
narrow escapes fi’om a violent death. Perhaps the narrowest 
escape was when he was sent on the Governor-General s 
yacht to settle a disturbance in Flores. On his way the yacht 
was wrecked on the rocks off the island of Soembawa. In 
order to obtain help for the others CoHjn stripped and swam 
ashore through the shark-infested sea. He knew that some¬ 
where on the island there was a Dutch military post, but he 
had little idea where it was situated. Making himself a hat 
and a suit of banana-leaves, he wandered for four dap 
through the jungle. At last, half-starved and with his banana- 
leaf suit in strips, he saw a clearing with a row of neat huts. 
It was the Dutch outpost, and he strode forward joyfiiUy. 
His relief soon changed to embarrassment when he foimd 
that the Dutch officers were out somewhere on duty and that 
only the commandant’s tstife was at home. The lady, how¬ 
ever, soon put him at his ease, although she had some diffi¬ 
culty in finding a suit large enough to fit him. 

Then Cohjn came badt to Holland and went into home 
pohtics. He became Minister of Marine at the age of forty- 
two, and the Dutch newspapers claimed him as the youngest 
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Minister of Marine in the world. A few days later he received 
throueh the British Naval Attache in t^ Hague a message 
from Mr. Winston Churchill to the effect that m Bntam 
there was a First Lord of the Admiralty who was three ycar^ 

^ftim in moment dates Dr. Colijn’s friendship Mr 

Churchill who to^y has no greater admirer than the Dutch 

Prime Minister. In particular. Dr. CoUjn admires Chme- 
hill’s Marlborough which, in his opinion, contains the best 
analysis of the Dutch character ever written by a foreignCT. 
“The finest pen in Europe” is the Colijn verdict on Mr. 

Churchill, and he is not given to flattery. 

I had had the pleasure of meeting Dr. Cohjn on previom 
visits to the Hague and of hearing him until late into the 
nisht. On this occasion he came to my lecture and a^ed me 
to luncheon the next day. We were only six and the other 
guests were the Minister of Foreign Affairs, the Mumter for 
L Colonies, the Head of the Dutch Military Int^ence 
and Sir Hubert Montgomery, the British Minister. The tood 
was exceUent, and the meal lasted ne^ly as long as one of 
Christopher Morley’s frinctions at the Three-Ho^for- 
Luncheon Club in New York. Dr. Colijn was m ^ best 
form. Like all Dutchmen he is intensely interested m the E^t, 
and he and I had a common bond in our personal knowledge 
of the Malay Archipelago. His conversation covered the 
whole range of world poUdes, and his consents were al¬ 
ways shrewd and sometimes outspoken. I should con^t a 
brich of confidence in repeating them, but I think I may 
safely say that he is opposed to all exttem«, dislikes and i^ 

truste ideological divisions, has no behef m pohuc^ 1 ^- 
turine”, and is strongly in favour of an understandmg be¬ 
tween Britain, France and Germany. I hope dut I may quote 
a story that he told and also one of his political comments. 

On a certain occasion he asked Signor Musso^ wo 
would succeed him. The Duce began to explain. The esteb- 
lishment of Fascism, he said, was like buildmg a factory. Four 
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stages were necessary. First, you had to lay the foundations 
and build the factory. Then you had to obtain the best ma¬ 
chinery. Thirdly, you had to engage the best fitter and set 
the machinery up and keep it in running order. Finally, all 

that was required was a man to pull the lever. 

‘Tm at the third stage now,” said Signor Mussolim. * I 
hope to live long enough to inaugurate the fourth stage. Then 

the question of the succession is simple.” 

“Very good,” said Dr. Cohjn, “but what about possible 
improvements in other countries and the deterioration of 
your own machinery.” 

“True,” said Mussolim. “Every system is subject to this 
disadvantage, for nothing in life can stand still. It is up to the 
future generation of Italians to see that the quahty of the ma¬ 
chinery is not impaired.” 

Dr. Colijn’s other comment was in reply to a question 
which I put to him: 

“What would you do,” I asked, “if you were given full 
dictatorial powers to setde the affairs of Europe? Could you 
establish peace and order within reasonable time?” 

“Yes,” he rephed without hesitation, “I could. And I’d do 
it in this way. I should establish an economic federation out 
of the states of the old Austro-Hungarian Monarchy. I 
should go a long way to satisfy Germany’s prestige require¬ 
ments including the return of her colonies. And then I should 
make economic arrangements between the Great Powers for 
the production and distribution of raw materials similar to 
those Britain and the Netherlands have made for tin and 
rubber.” 

There was wisdom in his words, but now the dream of a 
Danubian Federation has been shattered. 

Where Dr. Cohjn is concerned, I am a hero-worshipper. 
He is cast in a big mould. He is a man full of understanding, 
magnanimous in all things, afraid of nothing. More than any 
other hving European statesman he personifies all the virtues 
of conunonsense, and when his commonsense tells him that 
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he is right he can be firm as rock. In English eyes he has only 
one “fault”. He is not an Englishman. Yet he has a warm 
affection for England and often flics over to pmdon for a 
quiet talk vatk his fnends. He travels unheralded and unac¬ 
companied. He is a man whoUy without conceit. He has a 

natural dislike of modem pubhdt)’. , ^ 

I feel that we have much to leam from the Dutch. They 
have their failings. The existence of too many politi^ partis 
is one weakness, and, when Colijn goes, as one day go he 
must, there may be difficulties. But the Dutch constitution 
has many good points, some of which we might well copy. 
For instance, Dutch Ministers, with the exception of the 
Prime Minister, rarely have to appear in ParUament and^ 
therefore devote almost their full time to the work of their 
departments. Moreover, Holland, situated half-way betwreen 
Britain and Germany, has a civilisation whiA in some re¬ 
spects is higher than our own, and, although the Dutch pria 
their neutrality above all other assets, there is little doubt 
where their sympathies lie. They have given to us many dis¬ 
tinguished soldiers and statesmen: Bentmeks, Kep^ and 
Vansittarts, and they are more like us than any other race, 

more like us even than are the Norwegians. 

I ^hall never forget my first night in the Hague many ye^ 
ago. I was alone and wanted to go to a theatre. My dwicc 
hesitated between Lohengrin at the Opera House and what I 
felt would be an insipid cabaret. In my mdeemon I sought 
the advice of the hall-porter at the Hotel des Indes. ^ 

“Take the cabaret,” he said without hesitation. This 
country has too much fog, and drinks too much gin to pro¬ 
duce good singers.” . 

The Dutch have many interests in common with us. Actc 

for acre, they possess the richest colonial empire m the world. 
They are obsessed by the conviction that one day the white 
races wdll have to face the yellow, and they therefore desire a 
united Europe. But, above all, they want Bntam to be strong. 
Thev know both Britain and Germany mtimately and re- 
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gard such knowledge as an essential part of their education. 
They understand the faults and virtues of both countries. 
As they also see very clearly the causes of misunderstand¬ 
ing, the Hague is or should be an all-important diplomatic 

crow’s-nest. 

Yet the Dutch feel—and perhaps rightly—that we regard 
the Hague as a kind of diplomatic Sleepy Hollow. They 
would like us to know them better. Conscious of their great 
past, they remember that Holland was the first country to 
establish an embassy in London. To-day, they find it a litde 
galling for the Dutch Minister in London to have to take a 
back seat to the Polish Ambassador, the Chilian Ambassador, 
the Portuguese Ambassador and all the other new ambassa¬ 
dors who have been created since the war. They believe 
that the prestige of a country is not to be measured 
solely by its area and by the size of its population. From a 
British point of view the importance of Holland’s geo- 

posidon should make us sympathise with the 
Dutch attitude. 

I left the Hague on St, Andrew’s Day for Groningen, 
where the Britidi Naval Brigade was interned during the 
Great War and where I had to give another lecture. I made 
the first part of my way by motor-car and between Gouda 
and Amsterdam drove through the htde town of Breukelen. 
It will live in history. It gave its name to the great city which 
New Yorkers now call Brooklyn. 

At Groningen my kind hosts took me by car to the ex¬ 
treme northern point of Holland in order to show me the 
famous “polder”, which have been formed fi’om land re¬ 
claimed fi:om the ocean and protected by dykes. Some of the 
dykes were over a hundred years old. Others were new, en- 
dosing land won back only recently from the cold North 
Sea, This new land, green and divided by narrow drains into 
long strips five or six yards wide, is extraordinarily rich, and 
hundreds of sheep were already feeding there. But what in¬ 
terested me most was a vast corn-growing district a little 
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farther inland. Here I saw the unmistakable signs of 
prosperity. Nowhere in Europe have I seen such well-built 
farms and villages. But there were no big land-otwiers. The 
land belongs to the farmers. They have been there for ceti- 
turies. They are a hard, strong race in which the family unit 
is everj-thing and famil y discipline the supreme law. My 
host, a local banker, gave me some striking figures regarding 
their wealth. Yet I saw no evidence of the Imniry which, in 
other countries, riches bring in their train. Here the animal 
came before die man. The farm-houses were well-built and 
architecturally attractive. But the huge bams dwarfed them. 
They were connected with the house by a narrow n^ to 
enable the farmer to attend a sick cow by night without 
having to dress and go out into the open. The houses face 

Nortk The bams are on the sunny side. 

Breukelen was a monument to the past greatness of Hol¬ 
land. The “polder” country w'as merely one reminder of the 
virility of a people who, although small in number, still rank 
culturally and commercially among the great races of the 

world. 



CHAPTER THREE 


I HAD NOT been in Scandinavia since the late autumn of I 9 i 8 » 
when I passed through after the combined efforts of Scandi¬ 
navian and Dutch diplomacy had effeaed my release from 
my Russian prison. In 1938 my way to Oslo, which was the 
starting point of my lecture-tour, took me through Den¬ 
mark and the South-West comer of Sweden. At Helsingor, 
where I crossed the ferry, I had my first view of the famous 
Kroneberg Casde with its Hamlet platform. Helsingor is the 
Elsinore of Shakespeare and Thomas Campbell, and is a 
fevourite shrine for British tourists. Here, two years ago, 
Mr. Lawrence Olivier and Miss Vivien Leigh, supported by 
a cast of English players, gave an historical performance of 
Hamlet in the casde courtyarcL The Danes were dehghted, 
and there was no more appreciative member of the large 
audience than Baroness Karen Blixen, the author of Seven 
Gothic Tales and Out of Africa, The Baroness, who writes 
better English than any foreigner since Joseph Conrad, and 
whose hooks have had very large sales in Denmark and in the 
United States, is a Dane. She is an enthusiastic Anglophil, 
and at Helsingor she suffered for her enthusiasm. At the first 
performance she arrived in a low-necked gown. But rain 
fell throughout the performance, and she was soaked to the 
skin. The next night the rain continued, and she armed her¬ 
self against it with a pair of old ski-ing trousers, heavy boots, 
and three sweaters. She arrived at the casde to find that the 
outdoor performance had been abandoned. The play was 
given in the local hoteL The hall w^as hot and crowded. 
Everyone, including Lady Diana Cooper, \vas in brilliant 
and appropriate evening dress. The unfortunate Baroness 
was nearly suffocated. No w'onder that the Danes like Eng¬ 
land. Their own climate is unpleasandy like ours. 

I travelled through Scanchnavia very comfortably. My 
carriage was new and spodessly clean. The food in the 

13 
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Oslo itself was deep in snow, but this was the only cold 
thin g about it. I thought that I had scaled the highest peak o 
hosratahty in the Slav countries, but I had not taken 

I ftted and feJted as I have been nowhere else m the 
world. Oslo looked and was prosperous. The Norwc^ 
have a saying: “the land is poor, but the sea is n^. And the 
shipbuilders had been doing well When they ^ve money, 

they spend it royally. They are men of the 

opi-Carted, but with a strong resers’e of English phlegm 

in^eir character. They take their ups and downs svith philo- 

W^^F^d me most about the people was ^e uni¬ 
versal interest in things of die mind. Norway spends more 
money on books pet head of population than any other 
country in the world except Denmark, and authors, artists 
and composers are honoured above all other men. Only a 
few years ago 120,000 sets of Bjomson s collected worp 
were sold in twelve months. In Odo everyone is interested in 
pictures and buys them, and in order to encourage art both 
die sute and private enterprise are lavish in their orders tor 
frescos to decorate new buildings. Some of the finest frescos 
rliaf j saw were on the walls of schools and factories. As a re¬ 
sult of this stimulus Norway is the one country in Europe 
which has an original school of pa in ti n g, in the sense that it 
owes nothing to Paris. The theatre is excellent and dramatic 
criticism good. Every second Norwegian that I met seemed 
to be a budding Shaw. Indeed, Mr. Shaw would be the first 
to artmif that he owes something to Ibsen and Bjomson, and 
Bjomson s Regent must surely have inspired the Shavian 

Apple-cart. 

There are other foreigners, less gifted t h a n Mr. Shaw, who 
owe a debt to the great Norwegian dramatists. I remember 
Bulgakoff, the former Moscow Art Theatre producer, telling 
me his experiences in New York after his escaF fi’om Rus¬ 
sia. Soon after his arrival he was sent for by Mr. Lee Schu- 
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hfrt The American impressario received him as a medieval 
baron used to receive the low«t of ^ 

h^Sd, “it’I L good for the States. What else can you do 

^d^'^rephed that he would dee to poduce Ibs^ 
“IbsS” said Schubert. “Who the hell is Ibsen? Nobody s 

ever heard of him in New York. j j ;« 

Bulgakoff, however, had his way. Ib^ was pro^^^ed m 

revivi and out of the proceeds of the success Mr. Lee 

Schubert boueht two new houses. , . . i i ^ 

Between i^als I found, or rather made, time 

^cy in finding my way. Nevertheless, I su^ded m d^ 
Johann Gate where the Nor^vegian wnters and ^ 

hoods The cafe has been enlarged and renovated, and now 

bears iittle resemblance to its former Bohemian 

But a huge firesco, with Bjomson in the centte md Ibsen, 

stick-in-hand and top-hatted, coming round the c^^r, 
commemorates the cafi’s association with all that was best m 

^ tS grdcm» SS classic J ™nod west no. ^ 
of^Xl. ta<W, sneng drink played Woe 

like teetotalism to his grandfather. , ,1,- mountain 

Another return to *e pas. was my c>™'> “P 
.l„ne ,0 Holmkollen and WeokoUen. where I had sByed 
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more than twenty years ago. From here ^e view over me 
fiords is unsurpassed. Hither comes all Oslo to ski, reachmg 
its destination in fifteen minutes by a mountain railway 
which starts from a tube station in the centte of the aty. 
From die terrace of a wooden bungalow, with a large cup ot 
coffee and a glass of “acquavit” before me I was able to ad¬ 
mire and to envy the prowess of this sturdy race of athletes. 
The girls were just as proficient as the young men, and it is 
as much to the national pastime of ski-ing as to their nawral 
virihty as a race that the Norwegians owe their robust 

health and splendid physique. 

My official duties were not fight. In Oslo I gave tv^ lec¬ 
tures and after the second I was entertained at supper by the 
Angb-Norwegian Society. Dr. Grieg, a grand-nephew of 
the composer, was in the chair, and the chief speech was 
made by M. Hambro, the Speaker of the Storthing and the 
leader of the Norwegian Conservative Party. He is, I thini, 
the wittiest after-dinner speaker that I know. Certainly he 
made the best speech in English that I have ever heard d^ 
Uvered by a foreigner. It was long without seeming long; it 
was made without notes, and I beUeve that it was unpre- 


pared. 

I sat next him. His private conversation was even better 
than his pubfic oratory, and for the rest of the evening he 
kept me in fits of laughter. Although he is not a banker, he b 

a relation of the Englbh Hambros. 

Curiously enough, like many banking famihes, the Ham¬ 
bros are of Jewish origin, having come from the Rhineland 
to Scandinavia some two hundred years ago. Among hb 
many activities the Norwegian Hambro includes hb chair¬ 
manship of the Committee which collects the subscriptions 
to the League of Nations. He gave me an account of hb 
method of persuading the bad payers to make good their 
arrears. It may be fairly described as a judicious mixture of 
flattery and legitimate blackmail. Mexico, for instance, w'as 
a troublesome customer, being not only short in her contri- 
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budons, but ako wanting to pay in francs imt^d 
“Well, well,” said M. Hambro to the Mexican ddegate. 

“I’m afraid we’ll now have to cancel the League Conference 
on Hygiene which w^e intended to hold m Mexico City. 

cSg was interesting, not so much for his relationship 
to the famous composer as for his Scottish connecuons. of 

which he is very proud. His speech w^ 

of the Grieg ancestry'. The family left Scotland afer the 

“Forty-Rve” and, as its members became more and more 
Norw'egian, the name was changed, more by acc^ent than 
design, from Grcig, the original Scottish name, to Gneg. 

A Scot is sure of a specially warm welcome m Scan^avia, 
for Scotland has given many usefiil ciD^ns both “ 
and to Sweden. Indeed, Dr. Grieg ended his speeA by ‘daim- 
ine me as a relation, for he, too, has Macgregor blood m his 

vems. He was not the only descendant of a 

that I met during my stay in Oslo. At the Book Exbbmo 

I was introduced to “young” Bjomson. the son of die 

ous Nvriter. He is now an old man with wbte hair. But he is 

still known as “Little Bjomson”. of 

It was pleasant to be in a country where Je possibihty of 
war and the horrors of Europe were not the only topic of 
conversation. It is true that, if pressed to t^ on pohucs, 
people expressed a healthy anxiety not to be drawn mto my 
war^ True it is that there were some Norwegia^, niamly 
army officers, who admired and mildly advocated Nazi-ism, 
for Jven in the best-run democracy' there are always certam 
elements who, being disciplined themselves, desire to impose 

SXtion. They had a warm admiration for and would fit 

naturally into, the Anglo-Saxon conception of “e. 

I left Oslo on a Sunday mommg. As my tr^ did not start 

until eleven, I went out to have a last look at the town. It was 
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like a city of the dead. The streets were deserted. Just beyond 
die National Theatre I saw a few belated stragglers, mosdy 
housemaids and hotel-porters, scurr\'ing widi skis on dieir 
backs do%\m die steps to die tube-station. All Oslo was on the 

mountain-slopes. 



CHAPTER FOUR 


FROM osto I went to Stockholm and, on my amval, I 
again to face the batteries of the camera-men and the fusillade 
of the journalists. But here the Jcumalists were less exacting 
than those in Oslo, for the Swedes are more formal Aan Ae 
Norwegians, although just as hospitable and just as faienmy. 
And they are infinitely richer. Indeed, it is not too much to 
say that they are now the most prosperous people in the 
world. Much of the prosperity is Ae r«ult of European re¬ 
armament. Sweden sells to jJl countries: iron ore in huge 
quantities to Germany and anri-aircraft guns to Britain. 

In Stockholm I stayed in the Grand Hotel, and there m \he 
Moorish Hall, where during the war I had sat with Col^ 
ridge Kennard and Clifford Sharp while they pointed out the 
German spies and agents, my publishers gave me a pubhc 
dinner of welcome. The gathering mcluded the Swe^ 
Foreim Office official who had conducted the negoaanom 
for niy exchange for Litvinoff, several prominent SwediA 
writcn, and the Minister for Social Welferc, who made the 

speech to propose my health. , i c j-1. i 

Throughout my stay in Sweden I found the Swed^ rule 
of toasting-the famous “skold”-a Uttle difficult to follow. 
If you are the chief guest, you are not allowed to ^ until 

you have been officially welcomed and skolded by your 

host Then at the end of the dinner you are expected to r^ 
turn t^hanks in a short speech and drink yom host s h^m. 
The custom is formal and serious, but very pleasantelt is ^o 
very old. M. Carl Laurin, the well-known Swedish art ^ 
torian, told me that its seriousness comes firom ffie “mt 
in the Middle Ages it was a kind of grace beginning 
words: “In the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy 

Ghost.** 

The Minister for Social Welfare was a Sodalis^ more in- 

d less radical than the average 
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British trade union leader. I enjoyed my talk with him. The 
level of his conversation, which covered a wide range of sub¬ 
jects, was very high, and he had the Balfourian capacity for 
seeing every side of a problem. I rated him as an apostle of 
gradualness. Certainly there was nothing doctrinaire about 
his Socialism and no thin g Marxist in his attitude towards 
King Gustav, who was the first European monarch to set the 
fashion in democratic kingsliip. The Minister told me that at 
the opening of every Swedish Parhamcnt the Socialist Party 
tables a RepubHcan resolution. Nobody pays any attention to 
it. If ever Sweden became a repubhc. King Gustav would be 
the first president, and he would be elected by the Socialist vote. 

King Gustav has another democratic trait which must win 
him favour in Anglo-Saxon countries. He was the first Con¬ 
tinental monarch to introduce sport into poHtics. Swedes 
may not yet appreciate such ultra-Baldwinesque sentiments 
as the statement made this spring by a former secretary of 
the Marylebone Cricket Club: Khder and Mussolini had 
played cricket, there would be no trouble in Europe.” But 
they can laugh at King Gustav’s jokes about his tennis. The 
jokes and the stories are legion. They date back to the days 
of the King’s tennis partnerships with the late Mile. Lenglen, 
when the brilliant French lady player would say to him 
petulandy, “Keep to the left, sir,” and the King would 
smile and answer good-humouredly: “Ah, yes, that’s what 
my Ministers are always telling me.” 

As far as home pohtics are concerned, Sweden has done a 
wonderful work. She has a model social legislation. Stock¬ 
holm’s working-class is the best-housed of any working- 
class in Europe or America, and throughout the whole 
country social hygiene has been developed to a higher point 
than anywhere else in the world. 

The Minister was less optimistic about external affairs. The 
Swedish Socialists, he told me, had been disillusioned by re¬ 
cent events in Russia. They were worried about Britain 
whom they regarded as the main pillar of European peace! 
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They wanted us to be strong. During the war Sweden s 
sympathies had been divided. Then the people were pro- 
Ally but the aristocracy and most of the bourgeoisie were 
pro-German. To-day, although Sweden was the spedd 
propaganda interest of General Goering, whose fiKt wire 
was a Swede, there had been a revulsion, and the v^t 
majority of the people now leaned both by inclination and 1 ^ 
cultural instinct towards the Western democracies. Yout^ 
which in Sweden as in other countries wanted a director s 
job before it had served its apprenticeship, had shown some 
sympathy with Nazi-ism. But the movement was not sen- 

ous and had been quickly quashed. . t ^ u ii 

I had also a long and interesting talk with Gustav Hell- 

strom, one of Sweden’s most brilhant novelists and cnocs. 
A long residence in London has given him a perfert com¬ 
mand of the English language, and he has also lived m Mos¬ 
cow. Incidentally, everyone in Sweden seemed to wmt to 
talk about Russia, who has always been the tradinonal 
enemy. In recent yean the fear has declined, but the tradioon 
remains. Hellstrom himself had certainly no fears. His view, 
and I sWe it, is that Russia is so intent on her o^ in¬ 
ternal development that she will go to almost any len^ 
to avoid war. He made one good point. Whatever we mght 
flimk of Russian methods, we owed somethmg to Stalin. 
He had ousted Trotsky. If Trotsky had succeeded Lenm, we 

should have had a world-war long ago. 

Mr Hellstrom also told me an amusing story of a diplo¬ 
matic reception given by Litvinoff to a Swe^ ddegation 
in Moscow. The bulky Commissar began by askmg the 
Swedes if they would like to put some questions to him. 
Then, without waiting for a reply, he haran^ed them tor 
twenty minutes, telling them that the Swedes were fook. 
They ought to back Russia. Otherwise Ger^y would 
swallow them. The whole speech, dehver^ m a loud 
rasping voice, was made in the presence of the German 

military attache! 
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I remembered Stockholm, where in 1918 I was twice held 
up for a week or more on my way to and from Russia, much 
better than Oslo, and the memory only whetted my appetite 
for sight-seeing. I spent most of my afternoons in the “Town 
Between the Bridges”, visiting the Old Storkyrkan and the 
Riddarhohnskyrkan, which is Stockholm’s Westminster. 
Here are the mausoleums of Charles XII, Gustavus Adolphus 
and Bemadotte. Here, too, are the shields and coats-of-arms 
of the Knights of the Seraphim. It was curious to see among 
them the arms of men hke Poincare, FaUieres and Loubet, 
who had certainly never been knights in their own country. 

I also visited the famous Town Hall. Indeed, I was taken 
there twice. As a town hall it is unique in its grandeur. The 
exterior is simple in design and is dominated by the great 
rectangular tower which stands over three hundred feet 
above the level of the ground. The site is superb, and the 
terrace commands a view down the water of a part of Stock¬ 
holm which in the sunset looks like the Kremlin. Inside, the 
great halls and council rooms are magnificently furnished 
and decorated with mosaics, tapestries, and yards of mural 
paintings, the most striking of which is an allegorical fresco 
representing the ages of man firom the cradle to the grave. 

Undoubtedly, the Town Hall is a stupendous achieve¬ 
ment. Moreover, it has given employment and encourage¬ 
ment to scores of Swedish sculptors, craftsmen and painters, 
including the King’s brother, Prince Eugene. But because 
every Swede insists on your calling it a stupendous achieve¬ 
ment, I found it a little disappointing. To my mind its most 
attractive feature is the stone statue of Birger Jarl, the founder 
of Stockholm, on the terrace outside die main building. 
There the great warrior, clothed in his coat-of-mail, lies in a 
massive stone four-poster, his eyes gazing dovm the water 
at the city which he founded. More adequately than any 
other monument in Stockholm the statue seems to express 

the silent strength and splendid virility of the Swedish 
race. 
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The pulse of a modem dty is to be found in its streets and 
shops, and in Stockholm I neglected neither the well-laid- 
out streets, already festooned for Christmas, nor the splen¬ 
didly-built and splendidly-ht shops. I visited the great store 
of P. U. Bergstrom, called by Swedes “Pub” for short, and 
was shown the department in which Greta Garbo once sold 
hats. Two streets away Jenny Lind was bom. The singer is 
already represented in the Town Hall as an allegorical figure 
wnth a nightingale, but the goddess of the films has not yet 
achieved this honour. 

I also spent many pleasant hours in the bookshops, which 
are the biggest and carry the largest stocks of any bookshops 
tliat I have seen. In one bookstore I ran into M. Martin du 
Gard, then in Stockholm to receive his Nobel prize, but 
Viscount Cecil who had been awarded the Peace prize was 
unable to make the journey to Stockholm, and the good 
Swedes mourned his absence. I tried to remember the names 
of previous Peace prize wirmen and found the effort difficult. 
How man y would be remembered in a hundred years time? 
Lord Cecil, because of his passionate integrity, stood the best 
chance. Yet in the German newspapers there were sarcastic 
comments that he had done more harm to peace than any 
man of his time. Probably there were cynics in Britain who 

held the same view. 

On prize-giving day I dined in the Operakallaren with a 
group of Swedish VNiiters, and celebrat^ the occasion in 
claret, for the Swedes are great claret-drinkers and are now 

France’s best customers. 

In 1918 I lunched in the same restaurant with Ludwig 
Nobel, a son of the founder of the prizes. Ludwig’s job was 
the Russian end of the Nobel business, and he had then only 
recendy escaped from the Russian revolution, having lost all 
his property in that turbulent country. He was in anything 

but a peace-loving frame of mind. 

The prize-giving ceremony lasts for five or six hours. 

Everyone who goes has to wear evening-dress, and as few 
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of the prize-winners are good speakers the performance is 
tedious. 

On my own initiative I visited the exhibition of Russian 
p aintin g which was then being held in Stockholm. Here 
were pictures by great artists like Korovin and Repin. They 
were priced as low as fifty pounds. The dearest was marked 
at three hundred and fifty. Yet the gallery was empty. Not 
more than two or three pictures had been sold. The memory 
of mankind is short. In the welter of Bolshevism we have 
forgotten not only the sufierings of the Russian emigres, but 
also the genius of the pre-war Russian artists. 

On my last day in Stockholm I was taken by Carl Laurin 
to his house on the highest point of the South Idand. It com¬ 
mands the finest view of the city, and the panorama stretches 
from Lake Malar to the Baltic. In the dim watery sunset of a 
winter’s afternoon the vista is almost intoxicatingly beauti¬ 
ful, and here I took my last farewell of Stockholm. It has 
been called by enthusiastic travellen “the Venice of the 
North”. It may lack the warmth of Venice, but as a city 
built on water it has no equaL 

Before leaving Sweden I had to lecture in Vasteras and 
Gdteborg. I had been reluctant to go to Vasteras, which is a 
small manufacturing city and the headquarters of the Asca, 
the great Swedish electrical concern. It is the simple truth 
that I enjoyed myself there more than anywhere else during 
my tour. The hospitahty was overwhelming, and I saw a 
working-class population so clean and so happy-looking that 
I fek sad because my own country fell so short of thi^ stan- 
d^d. The Sw'edes beheve in making of their factories places 
where work is not only hygienic, but also attractive. They 
take a pride in the architecture of their buildings. The walls 
are gaily painted. You could eat off the floor of any depart¬ 
ment, and I soon discovered that the Asea direaors, who 
have also a factory in England, were shocked by the untidi¬ 
ness of the average English faaory. In the various depart¬ 
ments there were no bosses or foremen. The workers—the 
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women pink-cheeked, well-dressed, and passingly beautiful, 
the men strong and vigorous—^were on piecework. In winter 
they have an hour and a half for luncheon in the middle of 
the day in order that they may spend at least some of the 
dayhght in the open air, and at eleven-thirty I saw them all 

trooping off home on bicj'cles. 

The Swedes are jusdy proud of their industrial prowess. 
They admit that they acquired much of their knowledge in 
the United States. Now they say modestly that they have 
htde more to learn from the Americans. It is not, I think, an 
over-statement. Certainly, when I was in die United States, 
I saw no factory with a higher standard of efficiency or with 
anything like such a happy relationship between capital and 

labour. 

Even more impressive was Goteborg, a beautiful city with 
a cultural life of its own and a theatre and a concert hall of 
which London might be proud- Goteborg is the home town 
of the S.K.F., the huge concern which supplies ball beatings 
to every country in the world. Owing to the post-war bar¬ 
riers against free trade, the S.K-F. have now tbeir own fec- 
tories in most of the leading countries. The company keeps 
very careful records of the respective efficiency of the work¬ 
men in the different nations. As production b standardised, 
the records afford a very fair standard of comparison. I was 
shown them. For the tiny ball bearings, which de m a n d agile 
fingers, the French w’omen came first. In the other categories 
the Swedes just beat the Americans. Very htde behind came 
the Germans. 

“And where do we come?” I askecL 

The finger went down to the bottom. “Easily last, said 
the manager. “I'm afraid the British won t work or have for¬ 
gotten how to.” 

Modem Sweden impresses me. She has made immense 
strides since 1918, and has to-day reached a higher standard 
of civihsarion than any other country in the world. She has a 
finer conception of life than either Britain or France or, at 
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least, she has been more successful in realising it. She is indus¬ 
trially as efiSdent as the United States, and a hundred years 
ahead of that country in sodal legislation. Her youth is, 1 
think, without any exception the healthiest and, in the most 
comprehensive sense of the word, the best-educated in the 
world. For the harassed peoples of Europe, for all pessimists 
and defeatists, Scandinavia is the finest tonic that I know. 
If there were fifty miUion Norwegians and Swedes, there 
would be peace in Europe. Unfortunately, the combined 
total of the two populations is only nine mdhons, and their 
prosperity and dieir progress must be ascribed mainly to 
the fact that for more than a century they have been spared 
the horrors of war. It is a blessing which small nations 
are not prepared to exchange for the risks of collective 
security. 

After Norway and Sweden, D enmar k was something of 
an anri-dimax. Perhaps it was the weather which was to 
blame, Norway and Sweden I had enjoyed dry cold with 
dehdous sunshine on a background of crisp snow. In the 
thaw Copenhagen was like London on a raw and slushy 
winter’s day. 

Certainly I had no reason to complain about my welcome. 
The Danes were as fiiendly and as hospitable as their Scandi¬ 
navian cousins. They were, too, just as eflScient and even 
more intellectuaL Their factories were the last word in 
modem progress. Like nearly every British subject who 
comes Copt mhagen I was t^en to the vast brewery con¬ 
cerns of Carlsberg and Tuborg. I would not say a word in 
fevour of one beer agaiim the other, but the Carlsberg brew¬ 
ery interested me more if only because Carl Jacobsen, the son 
of Ae founder, was a passionate lover of art, and left the 
business to a foundation which now devotes all the profits to 
the furtherance of painting, hterature, music and science. I 
visited the char^g old Jacobsen house situated in a 
secluded park adjoining the main brewery. It is now given 
to a famous writer or scientist so that he may hve as a great 
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man ought to live. I could not help wishing that every 

British brewery were run on similar Unes. 

The Danes know and understand Britain even better 
than the Norwegians and the Swedes, and there are many 
Danes who speak English without a trace of accent. The 
Anglo-Danish Society has the largest membership of any 
foreign British society, and with httle help from Britain does 
a great work in promoting British culture in Denmark. 

This interest in Britain is not wholly idealistic. It has a 
strong material side. Britain is by a long way Denmark s 
best customer. In spite of frequent denunciations of the 
British-Danish Trade Paa in certain sections of the British 
Press, the trade is not entirely one-sided. In order to keep her 
export market Denmark has inaugurated a “Buy British” 
campaign, and its results are already to be seen in the Engli^ 
dothes, ties, socks, shirts and collars of almost the entire male 

population of Copenhagen. 

Of the hospitality of the Danish people I cannot say 
enough. During my five da^^s in Copenhagen I did not have 
a meal by myself I was entertained by the students of the 
English faculty at the University. They were having an end- 
of-term celebration, and I heard several amazingly go(^ 
English speeches by students who had never been in England. 
I talked pohtics to poUtidans and economics to business niai. 
The Crosvn Prince and the Crown Princess came to my lec¬ 
ture, shpping quiedy into their places wthout fuss or cae- 
mony. The Crown Princess, who was Princess Ingrid of 
Sweden, flattered my vanity by saying that she had been the 
first of her family to read my books. She is deservedly popu¬ 
lar in a country where the monarchy is an even more 
cratic institution than our own, and where the King walks 
daily in the streets unaccompanied and unguarded. 

Denmark is essentially a country where opi^rt^ty b 
open to everyone svtidi talent and a capadty for hard work. 
The most striking instance of this asp^ of denaocracy was 
afforded bv my talk with M. Ingolt. He remmded me that 
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in 1918 he was the clerk at the Danish Consulate in Moscow 
who accompanied me and the members of my mission to 
the Finnish frontier after our release from prison. He is now 
president of one of the largest banks in Denmark. Until quite 
recently his father was an hotel-porter. 

As the Danes hve by night, I had a night out in Copen¬ 
hagen. My pilots were journalists, one the son of an admiral, 
the other a Dane educated in England. Both were charmin g 
and highly intelhgent. We began at the Ambassadors, a 
luxury establishment with a cabaret. It was crowded with 
rich Danes and foreign diplomatists, more intent on dancing 
than on the entertainment. We finis hed up at a low night¬ 
club with dancing dames for hire. They were well-dressed, 
and with their blue eyes and flaxen hair good to look upon. 
But their smile, fixed with a hard line of Up-stick, was cold. 
The general eSect was depressing. Copenliagen is the Paris 
of the North, and of all forms of night-hfe the Paris variety 
is the most boring and the most commercial. 

The Danes have a strong streak of the Latin in their tem¬ 
perament. They are the greatest readers in the world, but 
they read even more French than English. Copenhagen is a 
city which caters first and foremost for women. Oslo, and 
especially Stockholm, are male cities. For that reason I can¬ 
not help feeling that the Danes lack some of Ae more soUd 
virtues of the Norwegians and the Swedes. 

In spite of these Latin tendencies, the Danish poUtical con¬ 
ception of life is strongly Anglo-Saxon. With a Nazi problem 
of their own in Schleswig-Holstein, the Danes have Uttle 
aflfeclion for Germany. As flying time from the German 
frontier to Copenhagen is to be calculated in minutes and 
not in hours, their dislike is circumscnbed by a natural an- 

aety, and even more than the Swedes and Norwegians their 
hop« of peace are centred on Britain 

Like the Dutch, the Danes feel that British diplomacy neg- 
kcts the^ I re^ that at a time like the present, when our 
Foreign Oflice has to deal almost daily with a fresh crisis in 
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other parts of Europe, there is an inevitable tendency to re- 
gard the Scandinavian countries as a quiet backwater which, 
thank God, causes no commotions. After making allow¬ 
ance for these difficulties, I should like to see British diplo¬ 
macy in the Netherlands and in Scandinavia much more 
active than it has been in the past. It is a ground which, if in¬ 
tensively cultivated, will yield excellent results. 

On my way home via Esbjerg I took in Odense, the birth¬ 
place of Hans Andersen. It is extolled as a town of churches 
and of a famous tower. But to-day there are more factory- 
chimneys than spires. The manufacture of spirits flourishes, 
and the first glass of “schnapps*^ that I drank in Denmark 
came ftom an Odense faaory. Surrounding tlie factories are 
rows of drab streets with small gabled houses, and on the out¬ 
skirts of the town I saw hundreds of the httle garden allot¬ 
ments wliich Danish industrial concerns make a habit of giv¬ 
ing to their employees. 

The country was dead flat, and my first impressions were 
rather dismal. But at Odense there was snow. The streets 
were garlanded with fir leaves. In every house there was a 
Christmas tree, and soon, without any effort, I could fed 
something of the atmosphere which inspired The Little 
Match Girl. Hans Andersen is one of my special favourites, 
and it always amuses me to recall that he and Stalin share a 
curious parentage: a cobbler father and a washerwoman 
mother. 

Andersen is still a universal favourite. Every year 30,000 
worshippers visit the house in which it is claimed, rather 
doubtfully, that he was bom. I am glad to say that a goodly 
proportion of these 30,000 is made up by English admiren. 
The British race, which has been brought up on Hans Ander¬ 
sen, will always have a special affection for the country which 
gave birth to the most human and humane of all the world’s 
great writers. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


IT wouiD BE gross hypocrisy on my part if I were to say thzt 
I did not enjoy my tours in Central Europe and Scandinavia. 
I did, but my enjoyment was qualified by one limitation. In 
my capacity as an agent of the British Council I had been in 
a semi-oflScial position. OflScialdom imposes obvious restric¬ 
tions on personal liberty. My two tours had whetted my appe¬ 
tite for Europe, but they had not satisfied it. Very soon after 
my return to England, I made up my mind to go back to 
Caitral Europe and the Balkans at my own time and in my 
own manner. 

There were strong reasons for my decision. The ten years 
that I had spent in that part of Europe ftom 1919 to 1929 had 
been the period of the Versailles Treaty. In itself the Treaty 
was not so bad as many of its critics had made it out to be. 
But it contained certain fundamental defects which should 
have been remedied, and the failure to do so was partly, but 
not wholly, responsible for the tension which now prevails. 
I had analysed this period very fully in my book. Retreat 
From Glory, which ended in 1929 with the death of Strese- 
m ann and with my forecast of the Nazi rise to power. The 
advent of Hider had wrought vast changes. Until 1932 the 
smaller countries of Central Europe had assumed that 
France and Britain would never allow Germany to re-anru 
Germany presented no danger and no menace, and they felt 
themselves secure to consolidate their gains with litde regard 
for the interests of the minorities entrusted to their care. It 
was not so much that they maltreated these minorities as 
that they failed to make concessions which would have been 
acceptable at the time but which to-day are noisily spumed. 
Now the Treaty of Versailles was litde more than a scrap of 
paper, and there was the impact of an all-powerful and am¬ 
bitious Germany on the whole Central European and B alkan 
complex. 


43 
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I wanted to study these changes. There was also the per¬ 
sonal desire to revisit old friends in whose company I had 
spent or misspent the most important years of my life. And 
this was perhaps the strongest urge of all. I set out in January 
of 193 8 wdth a free programme and an indefinite time limit. 

As I stepped into the Simplon Express on which I had once 
travelled so often, I felt like a schoolboy who ought to be 
reading Seton Merriman. I slept, too, like a schoolboy, not 
waking until I reached Lausanne. A misty drizzle was falling, 
and in the semi-dark I had some difficulty in disti n gu ish i n g 
the waters of Lake Geneva, mournful in the morning rain. At 
Stresa Lake Maggiore was half-hidden in a low grey mist, 
and the Isola Bella, where the ill-fated Stresa Conference was 
held, looked dark and gloomy. Only to the North, in the 
line of the Berlin-Rome axis, was there any gleam of light. 
High above the mist the sun was shining on the topmost 
mountain peaks. Everywhere else the winter of discontent lay 
heavy on the land. The scene seemed unpleasantly symbolic 
of the rift in Anglo-Itahan fiiiendship. 

I know much of the inside story of the Stresa Conference. 
It cannot yet be published in full, but, when the facts are 
more \%adely known, they will or should blast the reputa¬ 
tions of more than one British Cabinet Minister. Stresa was 
the last opportunity of settling the Abyssinian question 
either on the terms of the subsequent but belated Hoare- 
Laval pact or by a strong diplomatic hint to Signor Musso¬ 
lini that high-handed action on his part would incur our 

active opposition. 

At the Stresa Conference Abyssinia was not even men¬ 
tioned, although the opportunities were both numerous and 
propitious. By the time Mr. Eden went to Rome, the Duce 
had already 50,000 troops on their way to Abyssinia, and no¬ 
thing short of war could have made him call them back. 
Very rightly we did not start a world-war, but by our subse¬ 
quent action we pushed Italy into Germany s arms. 

This was the first time that I had ever seen Stresa in such 
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sadjmiise. Northern Italy was then undergoing a spell of 
very severe weather. There was snow not only on the "loun 
tains but on the plain. There was snow at Milan, which 
looked drab and dirty. There was snow at Verona, scarcely 
visible in the greyness except for the tall chimneys oi its 
countless new fartories and the huge magazine of the Itahan 
Red Cross. In a backyard I saw turkeys sitting on fences m 
order to keep their tails and legs out of the snow and hens 
warming themselves on the straw of a smoking dung-h^p. 
Under the black sky the to^m looked more like a North of 
England factory town than the scene of Shakespeare’s Two 
Gentlemen of Verona. It is true that there was no snow at 
Venice, but in a pale and watery sunset the city looked cold 

and almost forbidding. 

At Trieste where we stopped for ten minutes I got out and 
bought an Italian newspaper. The top of the front page was 
black with huge headlines; **The German Reich Celebrates 
the Fifth Anni versary Of Its National Unity.” And then 
immediately below, in print of similar size as though the 
Italian editor intended to stress the dual importance of the 
two dictators, a home-news headline; “To-morrow the 
DuceWill Review The Armed Guards Of The Fascist Re¬ 
volution.” The much-flaunted axis was working on paper at 
least. Was the old Anglo-Italian friendship dead? I felt a mo¬ 
mentary sadness, for I like Italians. Did they now dislike us? 

Any apprehensions that I may have felt proved groundless. 
As far as their outward behaviom was concerned, the Itahan 
r>ffln'a1«i were unaggressively pohte and even friendly. I had 
no trouble with the Customs authorities, who did not even 
open my rather suspicious-looking travelling book-case. I 
suflered no inconvenience at the hands of the currency con¬ 
trol officials who here, as in all Continental coimtries, have 
made travel even more irksome than it was in 1919. The 
trains ran punctually and, miracle of miracles, I could go to 
the restaurant-car leaving my luggage in my compartment 
without fear of theft. 



46 GUNS OR BUTTER 

It was long past midnight when I reached Zagreb which 
was to be my first stopping-place. Here, at any rate, the 
wxather was friendly. The air was warm and the sky star-dit. 
There on the platform was Conrad Sejk, my old Croatian 
fishin g fnend, to meet me. We went straight to a cafe, for 
Zagreb sits late by night, and for an hour we talked fishing 
and pohtics alternately. 

On going to my hotel, I could not sleep. In my room I 
found a large bottle of “slivovica”, the plum brandy of 
Yugosla\da, beautifully encased in \sicker-work and d^o- 
rated with red, white and blue ribbons, the national colours 
of Croatia. This was a present from my good friend, Stanko 
Sverljuga, the former Finance Minister of Yugoslavia, There 
was ^o a huge bouquet of red carnations, the national flower 
of Slovenia. These were from Madame Sverljuga, a Slovene 
and the former Lady-in-Waiting to Queen Marie, 

The “shvovica” was not the cause of my wakefulness. I 
was excited. The years in Fleet Street seemed to have rolled 
aw^ay, and I was back where I had left off nine years ago. 
Certainly I felt nine years younger. I unpacked my things 
and set out my Greek Testament, my Odyssey and my lan¬ 
guage books. It was five in the morning before I could sleep, 
but I was up at nine and dressed and ready for Dr. Jakic, the 
young university graduate, who was to give me my daily 
lesson in Croatian. 

As we went out into the street, the sun was shining from a 
blue sky. The air was warm in our faces and heavy with the 
scent of the Southern spring. I had a busy day before me: a 
round of official visits to make, a score of old friends to re¬ 
visit. But I turned my steps to the market-place. 

If there is a more beautiful market-place than Za^b’s, I 
do not know^ it. True, on the buildings of the JelaSc Place 
there w ere many new signs. They were mosdy foreign: 
Phihps Radio, Telefoni Ericsson, Tungsram Lamps, Smgei 
Sewnng Machines, and even the modest and thoefore re¬ 
assuring advertisement of a British Insurance Company. 
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There was, too, a new hotel, American in design with a high 
tower and a turret suite of apartments like the Waldorf- 
Astoria in New York. But the market-place was Croatian 
and unchanged, and very lovely it looked in the sunhght 
with the grey towers of the Cathedral in the back^ound. 
On the market stands, shaded by huge red-and-white um¬ 
brellas, a riot of flowers and fruit was exposed: mimosa, 
willow blossom, violets, great bunches of red carnations, and 
rows of apples and oranges arranged in pyramid fashion. On 
the other stands were lace-work and gafly painted toys. And 
more attractive even than the goods were the Croatian pea¬ 
sant women, healthy, smiling and vigorous, in the white 
stockings, red ribbon garters, white skirt and gaily-coloured 
apron and kerchief head-dress of their national costumes. 

Resolutely I marched Jakic into the inside modem market- 
hall. I wanted to see the fish-market which has an unfading 
charm for me. Nor was I disappointed. Here were hundreds 
of fish, many of them strange to English eyes and fresh from 
the Adriatic or from the river: scampi, oysters, lobsters, lan- 
goustes, sardines, big tunny, medium-sized tunny, baby 
tunny, brantsino, orada, pike-perch, rainbow trout, pike of 
all sizes, and huchen, the monster land-locked salmon of the 
Danube and its tributaries. On our way out we passed through 
the meat and vegetable market where a profusion of provi¬ 
sions of all kinds was marked at prices which would make 
a British housewife’s mouth water. Jakic told me quite 
solemnly that German tourists faint when they visit the Zag¬ 
reb market. They have never seen so much or so cheap food. 

From the market-place we went up to the old town. It was 
once a fortress city and stands on a high hill commanding a 
superb view of the valley of the Save. Although it was Janu¬ 
ary, the weather was more like a warm June day in England, 
and the river below was almost obscured by the heat haze. 
We turned into St. Mark’s, the twelfth century St. Paul’s of 

Zagreb, to see the new frescos of Kljakovic and the Christ 
and the Madonna by Mestrovic. 
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Like the Italian painters of die classical period Kljakovic 
has put his fnends into the various Bible stories wmch the 
frescos illustrate, and I very quickly spotted Mestrovic as an 
aposde, although I was not certain which. High above die 
altar was Mestrovic’s Christ, a Christ totally unlike the 
stereotyped Christs of most Catholic Churches, a Christ 
emaciated and half-starved, a Christ symbolic of His own 
suffering and of the sufferings of underfed, down-trodden 
humanity throughout the ages. The Madonna is in stone but 
is also modelled from the people. She is represented as a mo¬ 
ther squatting like the scores of Croatian peasant mothers 
whom Mestrovic must have seen when as a poor boy he toi- 
ded sheep on the mountain slopes of Dalmatia. 

I liked both the Christ and the Madonna at once and ex¬ 
pressed my admiration with enthusiasm. I should have been 
more guarded. In Zagreb the Christ and the Madonna, the 
work of the world’s greatest living sculptor and the best- 
known Yugoslav alive or dead, were the subject of violent 
controversy. The city was divided into two camps; those 
who admired the statues and those who wanted them thrown 
into the Save, Naturally these artistic likes and dislikes were 
strongly tinged with poHtical colouring. Conservative Zag¬ 
reb preferred orthodoxy to works of art, and to bourgeois 
conceptions a Madonna who squatted like a roadside peasant 
woman was the essence of unorthodoxy. To admire the 
emaciated Christ w'as heresy, nay, worse than heresy. It was 
incipient Bolshevism. 

This quarrel is typical of the heat and fervour of local poli¬ 
tics in Zagreb. The city is the capital of Croatia. It has a noble 
history dating back to the days when the Kings of Croatia 
were mighty monarchs ruling over more subjects and larger 
territory than the Kings of England of that time. But to-day 
its atmosphere is definitely bourgeois. At luncheon-time 
and in the evening the citizens still walk five and six abreast 
in the main streets, turning their busiest thoroughfcres 
into a Corso. Time moves here on a leisurely stage, and 
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every hour is a fresh opportunity for conversation. As 
most Croats are highly intellectual and very well-educated, 
there are very few subjects which they do not discuss. 
Discussion leads inevitably to controversy, and, not con¬ 
tent with quarrelling with the Serbs, they quarrel among 

themselves. 

The domestic quarrels are probably the more serious, for 
after twenty years of constant bickering the Serbo-Croatian 
dispute has become almost a legend, powerful, deep-rooted, 
and dangerous, but not so bitter as the personal grievance 
against one’s immediate next-door neighbour, who has anim¬ 
adverted on the quahty of one’s wane or cast dubious 
reflections upon one’s domestic bliss. A foreigner who 
lives in Zagreb must possess great strength of character 
in order to avoid being drawn into local camps and local 
feuds, and the state of domestic discord is well illustrated by 
the fact that in a city, where one society w’^ould be ample, 
there are no less than three separate societies for the promo¬ 
tion of cultural relations with Great Britain, This sturdy ex¬ 
hibition of democratic independence would not be tolerated 
in a totaUtarian state, I feel that it is perhaps a Httle out of 
place in Zagreb. But the Croats are not wholly responsible. 
The English who hve in their midst have been infected by 
the same virus. 

I should not like to create the impression that the Croats 
are an embittered race, because they ventilate their grievan¬ 
ces with a ready volubility. They are, in fact, an attractive, 

-hearted inconsistency 
jeh bourgeois are cul¬ 
tural disciples of Vienna. But they are not mere borrowers. 
They have a fine culture of their own, are passionately de¬ 
voted to music and to the theatre, and have as wide a know¬ 
ledge of European Uterature as I have found in any other 
Continental city. I ^ve been many times in Zagreb for 
Strossmayer’s Day, Strossmayer, one of Croatia’s national 
heroes, was an Archbishop, who during the long reign of the 


fiiendly people with some of the light 
of the Viennese. In particular, the Zag 
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Emperor Franz Josef, was the foremost champion of Croa¬ 
tian independence and of the Croatian language. He was the 
founder of the Yugoslav Academy and the first man to per¬ 
suade the Austrian Government to sanction the use of the 
word Yugoslav. 

During my last visit to Zagreb I was taken as a guest to the 
commemoration session of the Academy. Here, surroimded 
by poets, painters, pubUcists, priests and professors, dressed in 
morning-coats and looking like a Parhament of crows, I lis¬ 
tened in solemn silence to a long philosophical discourse 
which was several thousand feet higher than bombing dis¬ 
tance over my head. I was, however, vastly impressed by the 
ascetic appearance of the Academicians. They looked like 
scholars. They had the refined features that I feel a scholar 
should have. Many had moustaches and neatly trimmed 
white beards. I felt like a Rugby football player or a prize¬ 
fighter in a gathering of Wickham Steeds. 

The Croats, too, are superbly honest in their Uterary and 
artistic judgments. When you say to a Croat professor how 
high does Monsieur X. stand in Croatian literature?” and he 
rephes quite solemnly: “I hate the man with every fibre in 
my body, but I am bound to admit that he can write poetry , 
you know, at least, that Monsieur X. is a poet and that the 
criticism is more honest than most English critichm. To-day, 
the Croats are suffering from the fact that, having been de¬ 
nied for centuries the right to rule themselves, they are b^ 
compelled to learn again this difficult art from the b^inning. 
I like them immensely, and many of them are my firiends. 

Chief among these are the Sverljugas to whom I owe 
nearly all the many happy months and dap that I have sj^t 
in Croatia and from whom I have absorbed some of th^ 
love of their beautiful countr>^ In my banking y^ Sta^o 
Sverljuga was the managing director of the Croatian bank m 
which my own bank had a financial interest. Owmg to this 
connection I saw much of him and learnt to admire his many 
sterling quahties. His advice to me was alwap sound. I neva 
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knew him make a promise which was not immediately ful¬ 
filled. His kindness and patience were limitless. A man of 
great knowledge and culture, he has been, since those early 
days. Finance Minis ter of his country. The experience has 
widened his horizon, and he is one of the very few Yugo¬ 
slavs who possess the English sense of compromise and who 
can sum up a situation on its merits without party or national 
bias. He is a tremendous worker, still the first to arrive at his 
bank, of W'hich he is now president, and still the last to leave. 
The hour of leaving varies; being first to arrive means eight 
o’clock in the morning. 

Incidentally, English ba nkin g experience in Yugoslavia 
seems to be a useful stepping-stone to a political career. Apart 
fi-om Stanko Sverljuga, tw’O other members of our Zagreb 
bank have been Ministers since my time. Moreover, M. 
Stojadinovic, the present Prime Minister and the strong man 
of Yugoslavia, began his career as Serbian sub-manager of 
the Belgrade branch of the British Trade Corporation, Our 
British bankers, perhaps rightly, prefer to work off their 
superfluous energy at golf. 

Stanko Sverljuga has only one defect. He speaks no Eng¬ 
lish. The defect is made good by his wife, who not oiJy 
speaks and writes our language with consummate ease but 
also is very widely read in English hterature. She is pro- 
British and, as the former Lady-in-Wairing to Queen Marie 
of Yugoslavia, had probably some influence on King Alex¬ 
ander’s decision to send his tw'o sons to England to be edu¬ 
cated. From their earHest days the two boys have been 
brought up in an Anglo-Scandinavian atmosphere. Their 
tutor, Mr. Parrott, is an Englishman and a former master at 
Edinburgh Academy where he taught my 'rugger” inter¬ 
national nephew. Their governess wzs a Norwegian. This 
Anglo-Scandinavian combination produced an Anglo- 
Scandinavian romance. Mr, Parrott married the Norwegian. 

The tragedy of King Alexander’s death put a premature 
end to the school career in England of Prince Peter who, on 
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becoming a boy King, had to be brought back to Yugoslavia. 
The decision was inevitable, but is regretted by many Yugo¬ 
slavs who feel that both the young King and the country 
would have benefitted if he had been allowed to spend a few 
more years in England before being projected into the guarded 
seclusion of the Yugoslav Court. Both boys are fond of open- 
air life and are keen anglers. King Peter is good-looking with 
dehcately chiselled features and a rather serious expression 
which would seem to indicate that he already feels the burden 
ofKingship onhis young shoulders. PrinceTomislavis theUve- 
Her of die two, chaifes at all forms of restraint, and takes aspecial 
dehght in giving the sHp to the detective who guards him. 

If the Sverljugas are the kindest and most hospitable people 
that I have ever known, another old Croatian friend of whom 
I am very fond is Zelimir Mazuranic, a former Minister and 
now the President of the Yugoslav Senate. He is the grand¬ 
son of Croatia’s greatest poet, and he himself has much of the 
romantic in his nature. He is a great linguist who more than 
once has represented his country at Geneva. He speaks seven 
languages tNith great fluency, and can make an excellent 
speech in Latin. To these talents he adds a comprehensive 
knowledge of music and a passion for Russian gipsies. He 
plays the piano, sings with gusto, and knows by heart every 
Russian gipsy song that was ever written. He is a protector 
and benefactor of the large Russian imigre population in 
Yugoslavia, but has never been in Russia. He says that he h^ 
no need to go there. In Zagreb Russia comes to him. In his 
joy of life, his many-sided talents, and his generous ^d ex¬ 
pansive nature, he is the Croatian Maurice Baring. 

I have spent many pleasant Croatian days and nights, drink¬ 
ing the new wine from his vineyards and listening to the end¬ 
less repertory of his songs. t irT5 

Z^lko, as he is known to a host of friends in half-Europe, 
has all the quahties of the Russian temperammt save one. 
When needs must he can be serious and very dignified, but 

he is never depressed. 



CHAPTER TWO 


among my other Croatian friends I hope that I may include 
Ivan Mestrovic, who is a great patriot as well as the world s 
greatest sculptor. He is one of those rare men whom you 
have only to look at in order to realise that they are not 
fashioned in the ordinary mould. He is short, rather thick¬ 
set, and slightly bald with high, protruding forehead and a 
small, dark, straggling beard. But what rivets your attention 
at once are his eyes, keen and full of Ughts that sometimes 
flash and always penetrate. He hates social functions, but will 
talk for houn to his fiiends, and in his ovm house he is a 
hospitable and attractive host. He is a good listener, answers 
questions patiently, and, when he talks himself, has always 
something original and instructive to say. 

Mestrovic is a peasant genius. He began his life tending 
sheep on the mountain-slopes near Split, the beautiful Dal¬ 
matian seaport where the Emperor Diocletian ended his 
days. The rocky Dalmatian coast is rich in stone, and soon 
the young shepherd longed to fashion things in the material 
which surrounded him. While still in his ’teens, he was ap¬ 
prenticed to a stone-mason in Split, and there he leamt the 
rudiments of the art which was to make him world-famous. 
But as a sculptor he has had only one master. This is Michel 
Angelo, on whom he has written a remarkable book. Later, 
he went to Vienna and to Paris, where his work attracted the 
notice of Rodin. 

Mestrovic has prospered. He has made statues for nearly 
every city in the United States, and he has a charming villa 
at Split commanding a superb view over the Adriatic and a 
fine house in Zagreb, where he also owns considerable pro¬ 
perty, He is quite unspoilt by success, and has not altered his 
mode of living. He likes the wine of his native Dalmatia 
and, on occasions, will sit up late, especially if he is talking 
politics. But he is, first and foremost, a worker, and when he 

S3 
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is engaged on a new statue, shuts himself off from everyone. 
At the present moment he has the largest temporary studio 
in the -world. It has been specially built for the huge eques¬ 
trian statue which he is now making for the R umanian 
Government. 

For many of his statues he takes himself as his modeL 
British tourists who \'isit SpUt and fad to sec Mestrovic in the 
flesh have only to ask for the Marko Manihc statue on the 
pia2za j ust off the harbour front. Maruhc was a great Croatian 
poet of the fifteenth century'. In stone he is the perfect image 
of Mestrovic. Incidentally, the statue is one ofMestrovic’s be^ 

I have already indicated that Croats have a passion for 
politics. In this respect Mestrovic is a hundred per cent. 
Croat. He was one of the most active champions of Yugo¬ 
slav unity, and during die war, when he was still nomin^y 
an Austro-Hungarian subject, he had to Hve in exile. He still 
stands, I think, for the Yugoslav idea, but he has been em¬ 
bittered by much that has happened since the new kingdom 
came into being, and feels the wrongs which Croatia hi suf¬ 
fered with all die \’igour of his ardent temperament He is 
moderately Radical in his pohdcal oudook and, like most 
Croats, supports the Croatian Peasant Party. He is, however, 
no strong Party man, and differs from the oflEcial leaders on 
several points. The official leaders were and still are bitter 
critics of the late King Alexander. Mestrovic beheved in Ac 
King, and beheves to-day Aat Alexander was more Ac 
victim of his Serbian environment than Ae conscious 
executor of a policy' of repression. 

Mcitrovic, ^^•ho was on terms of fnendship wiA Ae bte 
King, told me diat just before King Alexander wait on his 
fatal journey to Marseilles, he sent for Ae sculptor, told him 
Aat he saw now Aat hb pohev' tow'arA Ac Croats had been 
mbtaken, and Aat he was going to settle Ae Croatian ques¬ 
tion on hb return from France. He never returned, and Ac 
Croatian question b still unsettled. I Aould add Aat most 
Croats arc convinced Aat it would not have been settled 
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even if the King had Uved, and I quote Mestrovic’s state¬ 
ment to show that he is capable of taking his own view and 
his own line in political matters. 

During the war Mestrovic, who was a member of the 
Yugoslav Committee, spent some time in England. He is an 
An^ophil and brings up his sons on English lines. £ut, like 
many foreigners, he is genuinely afiraid that we have grown 
soft with luxury. I remember with dehght a lively luncheon 
in his house in Zagreb. The only other guest besides myself 
was Kljakovic, the Croatian painter, and for two hours I 
drank various sorts of Dalmatian wine, including the famous 
“proseko”, and discussed the international situation. Dur¬ 
ing the meal Mestrovic’s son, aged eight, came into the 
room. He was dressed in an En glis h sailor-suit, and I asked 
him what he was going to be when he grew up. Like a flash 
came the answer in perfect English: “I was going to be an 
English admiral Then came the Abyssinian affair, and you 
didn’t dose the Suez CanaL So now I don’t know.” 


I expect the boy takes his politics from his father. At any 
rate Mestrovic was delighted with the reply, and at once told 
me another story of his son’s precodty. Not long before, the 
boy had been having a geography lesson from his En glish 

governess, who was taking him round the map of the British 
Empire. 


“Canada”, said the governess, “is a Dominion.” 

“What’s a Dominion?” said the boy. 

“Oh, it’s like a kingdom or a part of a kingdom.” 

“But how can Canada be a kingdom? It’s in America, and 
America is a republic. In any case, who is King of Canada?” 
“The King of England.” 

H’m,” said the boy, unconvinced, 

“Austraha is a Commonwealth, also part of a kingdom,” 
continued the governess. 

“And who is its King ?” 

“The King of England.” 

“H’m.” 
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Text came India, and the governess explained that India 
an Empire and that the King of England was ite Em¬ 
peror. This was too much for the young Mestrovic, who 

shook his head. 

“Miss Taylor,” he said gravely, you 11 be telhng me next 
that Heaven is an Empire and that the King of England is the 

good God.” , , 1 . j. 

The arrival of the boy switched the conversatton to a dis¬ 
cussion on education. Kljakovic was an ultra-modernist who 
did not beheve in sheltering boys from the dangers of life, 
holding that repression was more harmful t h a n complete 
Uberty. Mestrovic was prepared to give a good trial to Eng¬ 
lish discipline. But he showed no irriuting obstinacy in his 
views, and I admired the balanced judgment with which he 
S limm ed up the merits and demerits of both systems. Inde^ 
whether he is talking art or politics or even trivialities, he 
wekhs hfr sentences !nd fixes you with his eye as thoi^h he 
were measuring the perspective for a statue. He is saved, too, 
from the ardour of his Slavdc temperament by his sense of 
humour. Although a fearless critic of the Serbs, he can ^^e 
faults and weaknesses of his owm countrymen and make tun 
of them. He is an impressive figure whom you must eitha 
like or dislike with equal intensity. I count myself among the 

hero-worshippers- ,, , - i 

I cannot mclude the Croatian pohticJ leaden m the cate- 

gorv- of fnends, partly, because it is difficult to be on m- 

Late terms with a poUtician uffiess one is ones ^ a 

pohdeian, and, pardy, because I dislike ppr 

Dr. Macck, who in 19^5 succeeded Sgepan Radio as leader 

°^i*w?ffi Yu^a'^^when Radio was ffiot do^ in th^ 
_Yiicroslav Parliament, m Belgrade, and. 
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soonas thenews was received, every town and villagein Croatia 
went into mourning. By his death Radic became a martyr. 

Ih Croat eyes Dr. Macek is also a martyr, for he has spent 
many months in prison. But in many respects he is the com¬ 
plete antithesis to Radic. Not even his warmest admirers 
can say to-day that Radic was a practical man. He was a bril¬ 
liant but volatile talker, who lost himself easily in constantly 
rlianging formulae. In private conversation Ma&k, who like 
most Croats can deHver a demagogic speech, is a man of few 
words. Short and thick-set, with small moustache and plump 
hands, he prides himself on the constancy of his poHtical 
views. He is a lawyer by profession and a man of consider¬ 
able erudition. In his own party he occupies an almost dicta¬ 
torial position, but, like most modem dictators, he practises 
the simple habits of a democrat. 

Some years ago Colonel Cooper, the American engineer 
who built the famous Dnieper barrage for the Soviet Govern¬ 
ment, gave me a graphic account of his various meetings with 
S talin. On one occasion he spent a day alone with the Soviet 
dictator at GorkL At luncheon the two men were waited on 
by a Russian girl, who dumped the dishes down on the table 
and dien vdthdrew, leaving Stalin to serve the food and hand 
the plates to his guest. 

Stalin did not miss his opportunity to sow the seed of 
propaganda. 

“You saw that girl?” he said to his guest. “You noticed 
that she refused to wait on us?” 

“Sure,” said the Colonel. 

“Well,” said Stalin, “she’s been like that for three years. 
Foreigners say that I am the dictator of 180,000,000 people. 
But I can’t do a thing with that girl. She’s working for her 
university degree, and she says it’s beneath the dignity of an 
educated woman to wait on any man.” 

I should be loth to accuse Dr. Macek of pose. He has no 
vices, hi order not to smoke too much, he makes his own 
cigarettes, carrying his tobacco in a little silver box. Even the 

E 
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Serbian politicians, who suspect few of their opponoits of 
honesty, admit that he is honest. Yet he has one foible which 
always strikes me as a dehberate attempt to impress hi^ peasant 
followers. On each occasion that I have seen him^ he hua al¬ 
ways worn the short black coat of the ordinary professional 

man, but his neck has always been collarless and his shirt- 
front open and tie-less. 

Dr. Macek received me in his htde Zagreb office in Prilaz 
No. 9. It is a badly furnished, untidy room. Night and day a 
poheeman stands on duty on the opposite side of the street. 
Other pohee agents, not in uniform, dog the Croatian 
leader s every step. Also present at our meeting was Dr. 
Kosutic, a politick exile amnestied by Prince Paul and now 
Dr. Macek’s chief lieutenant. 

Our talk followed the same restricted course as previous 
talks that I had had with him. Radic was readily indiscreet; 
Dr. Macfek is a man of caution. He limi ts his political creed 
to three short sentences: “I accept the frontiers of the Yugo¬ 
slav state. I recognise the dynasty. I demand a new constitu¬ 
tion.** He may accept the frontiers, but what he really wants 
is a wide measure of autonomy for Croatia. He may recog¬ 
nise the dynasty, but he is a severe critic of the late King 
Alexander, whose death, he told me rather bitterly, was no 
loss to the Croats. 


I asked him what progress he had made since our last talk 
a year ago towards an understanding with the Serbs. He 
quoted the “sporazum**, the written agreement whidi he 
concluded with the United Serbian Opposition in 1937. As 
a political document it is not impressive. It provides for free 
elections and the consideration of a new constitution if and 


whai the Opposition comes into power. In the unlik ely 
event of the Opposition achieving power the whole ques¬ 
tion of the constitution w'ould have to be thrashed out again, 
and a squabble would be inevitable. Moreover, the old 
pohtical parties in Serbia have lost much of their former 
power. The three leaders of the United Serbian Opposition 
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are old men. Their combined ages exceeds two hundred md 
thirty, a fact to which M. Stojadinovic, the present Prime 
Minister, refers with considerable effect in almost every 
speech. When one bears in mind that, although there are no 
rlajgs divisions in Serbia, there is Httle of the democratic spirit 
in die Serbian pohticians, and that the only substantial differ¬ 
ence between the so-called democratic politicians and the so- 
called dictatorships is that the politicians want the spoils of 
office to go round quickly, it will be realised that the spora- 
zum” is not a very promising document. Dr. Macek knows 
all the difficulties of the situation, and he probably regards 
his adherence to the “sporazum” more as a sound tactic^ 
move than as a constructive piece of work. The “sporazum , 
however, has one practical asset. It represents to the rank 
and file of both peoples the first attempt at Serbo-Croatian 
pohtical co-operation. For the first rime a Croatian leader has 
put his signature to a document which tells his followers 
in black and white that he is prepared to work with Serbs. 

It is the tragedy of Yugoslavia that, whereas other Euro¬ 
pean states are burdened with immense and almost insoluble 
problems regarding racial minorities, the great Yugoslav dis¬ 
pute is one between two peoples who belong to the same 
race and who, to all intent and purposes, speak the same 
language. The quarrel dates fi’om the first days of the crea¬ 
tion of the new state. With the passage of time it has increased 
in intensity, and feeling is now much more bitter than it was 
when I was resident in Yugoslavia twelve years ago. It has 
eaten into the heart of the Croatian youth, which is now 
much more radical than it used to be. In pre-war days ninety 
per cent, of the students of Zagreb University were ardent 
champions of a Yugoslav state. Now, the same percentage 
is anti-Serbian and even anti-Yugoslav. 

my recent stay in Zagreb I saw some of the 
f the young generation. It would be unfair to 
diem to give their names. But I can summarise their attitude. 
They see no solution of the Serbo-Croatian quarreL The 
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river Drina, they say, has been for over a thousand years die 
boundar)^ between Western dvilisarion and Eastern civilisa¬ 
tion. Croatia belongs to the West. Serbia is still the Orient, 
The gulf cannot be bridged. In a future European war the 
Croats will side wtith anyone who is against the Serbs. 

This attitude is exaggerated and must not be taken too 
seriously. It illustrates a capacity for wild talk which in post¬ 
war Europe is not confined to the Croats. On the other hand, 
the Croats have genuine grievances. Both in numbers and in 
importance they form the second partnership in the new 
kingdom. Yet they find themselves shut out fi-om all die 
high posts in the army, in the diplomatic service, and even 
in the navy for which their special qualities would seem to 
predestine them. The Serbs are not a seafaring people. For 
five centuries the Croats have given to Venice and, later, to 
Austria not only splendid sailors, but also famous sea- 
captains, Moreover, since 1918 the Croats have seen money 
lavished on Belgrade, which has now overtaken Zagreb both 
in size and in economic importance. And their indignation 
at the extravagance and corruption of the Belgrade admini¬ 
stration is not without some justification. 

An impartial observer might reasonably conclude that this 
neglect of Croatia is the direct result of die Croat refusal to 
co-operate with Belgrade. The Slovenes, who are the third 
partners in the Yugoslav kingdom, have not suffered ki the 
same manner as the Croats. On the contrary, they have re¬ 
ceived many favours. Those Croats, who believe obstinately 
that the first preoccupation of every Belgrade government 
is to keep Croatia down, regard these favours to the Slovenes 
as a clumsy attempt on Belgrade’s part to play off^the smaller 
minority against the larger. 

But there is another aspect of this particular problem. 
There have been moments when various Belgrade admim- 
strations have been prepared for their own political advan- 
tage to give minor concessions to the Croats. Had these con¬ 
cessions been accepted, the Croats were strong enough to 
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have consolidated them. They might have advanced, trench 
by trench, to their objective. The Croat leaders, however, 
lack pohtical experience. Macek, in particular, has always 
refused to budge from his “all or nothing attitude. On the 
other hand. Dr. Korosec, the Slovene leader, is a shrewd and 
experienced poUridan. Both as a Catholic priest and as a 
former deputy of the old Austrian Parhament, he under¬ 
stands the necessity of poUtical compromise. It is a curious 
and illuminating fact that Dr. Ma£ek is almost more bitter 
against Dr. Korosec than against any individual Serbian 

minister. 

The attitude of the Serbs is almost as uncompromismg. 
They are irritated by Croat claims to a superior culture. They 
feel that in the war, which led to the creation of the new 
state, they made the greater sacrifice. Whatever concessions 
may eventually be given to Croatia, the Serbs are deter¬ 
mined that they themselves shall be the dominant element 
in the new state, and that Belgrade must be the capital and 
the adminis trative centre. Few outside observers deny 
that in a small country of fifteen milhon inhabitants three 
capitals are two too many. 

Certainly the Serbs have made many mistakes. They are 
an attractive, proud and rather cocksure race. They have a 
firm faith in their own destiny, and are not ejven to study¬ 
ing the psychology of other peoples. They beheve in their 
own methods, and perhaps their greatest fault has been their 
persistence in trying to m^e a final bargain with Dr. Macek, 
instead of carrying out a definite policy of conciliation 
irrespective of the attitude of tne Croatian political 
leadm. 

No Serb is likely, either now or in the future, to grant the 
full demands of Dr. Ma&k. But such concessions as will one 
day have to be made might well be granted now. Even if 
unacceptable to-day to the majority of Croats, they would 
not be without effect. It is true that Dr. Macek has behind 
him the vast bulk of the Croat people and that when elec- 
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dons take place Croatia presents a united national front. But 
it is also true that many Croats, especially among die bour¬ 
geoisie, are not satisfied with Dr. Macek’s policy of in¬ 
activity and passive resistance. They see the benefits which 
have accrued to Slovenia and draw the inevitable compari¬ 
son, Unfortunately, the Serbian attitude towards Croatia is 
also one of passive resistance. If Belgrade adopted a more 
Hberal Croatian poHcy, many influential Croats would be 
satisfied with the realisation of forty per cent, of Dr. Macek*s 
demands. Admittedly, the Croatian bourgeoisie is numerir- 
cally insignificant. But it possesses the best brains. 

Both among the Croats and among the Serbs I have met 
several men of intellect and administrative ability who are 
prepared to meet each other half-way in order to work for a 
united Yugoslavia. I am bound to admit that such Serbs 
receive litde concrete encouragement in Belgrade. As for the 
Croats, anyone who tries to co-operate with Belgrade is at 
once labelled by Dr, Macek’s henchmen as a traitor or a self- 
seeker, and such is the power of Macck*s iofluoice that the 
label sticks. 

There is another potential rift in the Croat national front. 
Dr. Ma&k and his lieutenants, if anti-Bolshevik in their 
economic views, are Popular Front in sympathy and accept 
the Franco-Soviet Pact. For this reason they dislike the 
present Belgrade “pohdque de bon voisinage”, which really 
amounts to nothing more than cultivating friendly relations 
with Yugoslavia’s two best customers, Germany and Italy. 
To many of the Croatian bourgeoisie, who accept the “poU- 
tique de bon voisinage” as an economic necessity, Soviet 
Russia is anathema and the Popular Front definitely unpopu¬ 
lar. By a more generous policy towards Croatia, the S^bs 
could strengthen the Yugoslav idea without sacrificing the 
unity of the sute. Instead, they have adopted a holc-in-the- 
comer and rather Oriental policy which consists in an effort 
to win over some of Dr. Macek s lieutenants by methods 
which are akin to bribery. The policy has prov^ and will 
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continue to prove futile, and its only result has been to con¬ 
vince many Croats of sdl classes that the Serbs want, not a 

Yugoslavia, but a Greater Serbia. 

It is difficult to be optimistic about the outcome of this un¬ 
fortunate quarrel. Like the old Scottish clans, the Slav races 
have a pecuJiar capacity for quarrelling among theimelves, 
and the nearer they are to each other the more readily they 
squabble. Croats and Serbs are so closely aUied in speech, in 
physical attributes, and even in character, that a foreign 
dem of long standing finds it hard to teU one race fi:om the 
other. Yet there are fundamental differences: the difference 
of culture which comes fi^om centuries of different denta¬ 
tion by ahen rulers, and, above all, the difference of rehgions. 
The Serbs are Orthodox; the Slovenes and most of the 
Croats are Cathohes, and in Bosnia and Herzegovina tliere is 
a strong minority of Mohammedan Slavs who are more con¬ 
servative in their Islam orthodoxy tlian most other followers 
of the Prophet. These reUgious differences have created an¬ 
other cause of irritation. Although there is less difference be¬ 
tween Serbian and Croatian than there is between the dia¬ 
lects of Yorkshire and Lancashire, the Serbs use the Cyrilhc 
script and the Croats the Roman. And the Serbs insist over¬ 
much on the use of the Cyrilhc script in places where it is 
unnecessary. 

For these reasons the quarrel is likely to be of long dura¬ 
tion. The Croats themselves foresee no immediate settlement 
of their grievances. And in one respect their position is with¬ 
out hope. They cannot expect to establish a new independent 
state. Secession to a neighbouring state—and since March, 
1938, the choice is co nfin ed to Germany, Italy and Hungary 
—^would be both unpopular and unfeasible. And in despair 
they fall back on a solution which is as ingenuous as it is un- 
reahsable. Many of them told me that their only hope lay^in 
a Franco-British ultimattim to Belgrade. In this connection 
they have been disappointed by successive British Ministen 
to Yugoslavia, who have righdy refused to entangle them- 
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selves in an internal dispute. And, as a result of this dis¬ 
appointment, the Croats now lean more towards the French, 
who have lost influence and prestige in Belgrade owing to 
their intrigues with the Opposition. 

The tragedy of the situation is that both races seem to 
think that time is on their side. The Serbs, who are political 
rcahsts, are not impressed by Croat volubUity. They regard 
Dr Macck, for all his obstinacy and unwillingness to com¬ 
promise, as a man without initiative, as a man slow to take 
action in the form either of an understanding with Belgrade 
or of a revolt by his own people. They are not afraid of him. 
Undoubtedly, they prefer him to some unknown but al¬ 
most certainly more active successor. To the foreign visitor 
they refuse to admit the existence of a crisis. 

It may be granted that the crisis is latent and therefore not 
serious in peace-time. The Serbs, who are never afraid to 
act, are masters of the necessary force. But if Yugoslavia 
were involved in another war the situation might alter. The 
Croats might extend their tactics of passive resistance. In 
I 937 > when the Yugoslav manoeuvres were held in Croatia, 
the Belgrade administration had to appeal to Dr. Macek to 
prevent the Croatian peasantry from refusing transport 
facihtics and provisions to the troops. The Yugoslav army, 
if excellent in fighting spirit, is weak in equipment and in 
transport, and, had the boycott continued, the manoeuvres 
might have been brought to a standstill. In wartime a boy¬ 
cott of the mobilisation would have far more unpleasant 
consequences. 

This long-standing dispute is the more deplorable because, 
of all the new states in Europe, Yugoslavia is at heart the 
soundest and the most virile. Both in 1937 and in 1938 I was 
forcibly impressed by the immense material progress which 
had been made in every part of the country since 1928 and, 
especially, since 1921 when I paid my first visit, I have the 
warmest affection for all the Slav races of Yugoslavia and 
for the country itself, and I feel poignandy that it would be 
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a European catastrophe if the new state were to be under- 
mined by fratricidal dissensions which to the foreign ob¬ 
server seem unnecessarily puerile. Yet it is a quarrel in which 
no foreigner can help by taking sides, and I regret that so 
many English visitors become so violently partisan on the 
briefest acquaintance wdth the country. Anghcan clergN^men, 
anti-Catholic by tradition and obsessed by the prospect of 
a fusion between the Anglican and Orthodox Churches, 
champion the Serbs. Liberal and Labour poHricians, w'ho 
spend a w^eek-end in Zagreb, lend a ready ear to the griev¬ 
ances of the Croats. The lesson of Ireland should make us 
particularly chzry of taking sides in a foreign countr\\ We 
should remember tliat, however futile they may seem to us, 
the Serbo-Croatian differences arc deep-rooted and that 
faults and mistakes have been made by both peoples. 

A gradual ameUoration of the situation must depend on 
Belgrade. The present state of Europe should make the 
Croats realise that a spirit of compromise must be showm by 
both sides. For, if Britain desires a strong and prosperous 
Yugosla\da, there are other countries w^ho have vcr\' dif¬ 
ferent ambitions. Neither Croats nor Serbs should forget that 
YugosIa\da’s neighbours, more particularly, Germany, Italy 
and Hungar)", have a special interest in prolonging the 
quarrel and in keeping the wounds open as long as possible. 



CHAPTER THREE 


A BRITISH VISITOR, Strolling through the streets of Zagreb, 
might come to the conclusion that he was in a small and 
rather shoddy provincial town. The conclusion would be 
wrong. The iops, it is true, are unimpressive, and the drab¬ 
best of British provincial towns boasts a better cinema. But, 
apart from its ancient history, Zagreb is still a hving city, 
possessing more of the atmosphere, if less of the appearance, 
of a capitJ than Edinburgh. Politically and culturally it may 
well be compared wnth the Dublin of pre-war days. Its Con¬ 
sular Corps is more concerned wath politics than with com¬ 
merce. Half-a-dozen daily new'spapers represent the different 
currents of local political thought. If the Zagreb cinemas 
pro^nde no creature comforts, the city possesses an opera, a 
ballet and a theatre w'hich won the highest praise from so 
great a critic as M. Stanislavsky, the co-founder of the Mos¬ 
cow Art Theatre. 

The culture is European. The bookshops are full of Ger¬ 
man, Russian, French, and even Italian literature. British cul¬ 
ture is negleaed, partly, I think, because Britain has neglec¬ 
ted Zagreb. While I was in Yugoslavia in 1938, the Irench 
were holding a large and representative book exhibition in 
Zagreb; the Germans had organised a similar exhibition all 
over the country, and the Italians had just concluded arrange¬ 
ments to send to Belgrade the same magnificent collection of 
Italian paintings which they exhibited in London a few years 
ago. British efforts at cultural propaganda are still in their in¬ 
fancy. So far they have been concentrated mainly on music- 
Both Miss M)Ta Hess and the Fleet Street Choir, who tour^ 
Yugoslavia under the auspices of the British Council, 
achieved a remarkable success in Zagreb. But I cannot help 
feeling that, as propaganda, music is of small value. People go 
to hear music because it is good, not because it is British. The 
Germans and the Italians spend their money on a very dif- 
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ferentformofpropagancla, offering every land of inducement 

to foreigners to send their sons and daughters to German or 

Italian sdiools and universities. 

Few Croats visit Britain, although I was glad to learn tlut 
Viktor Ruzic, the Ban or Governor of Croatia, had sent his 
daughter to England to be educated. With encouragement 
more Croats could be easily persuaded to follow his ex¬ 
ample. Incidentally, M. Ruzic’s fiiture is worth watching. 
His acceptance of the post of Ban impHes his willingn^s to 
co-operate with Belgrade. He is young, able, hard-working, 
and essentiaUy practical. He is a man of few words and is one 
of the few Croats who practise abstinence as a form of self- 

discipline. 

Zagreb society splits itself readily into small groups. It is 
rich, for the city possesses a large industry. But the richest 

are Hebrew, and, indeed, it is no exaggeration to 
state that the commercial prosperity of Zagreb has been 
created by the Jews. Hitherto, there has been no Jewish ques¬ 
tion in Yugoslavia. But since the advent of Hider the first 
signs are already faindy evident. Jewish refugees have come to 
Croatia from Germany. Like most Jev,^ they are hard-work¬ 
ing, intelligent and thrifty. They soon succeed in business. 
So far there is no active anti-Semitism, but from more than 
one quarter I heard murmurs of discontent. 

During my visit I was entertained by one of Zagreb’s 
richest Jews. The hospitahty was lavish and the conversation 
intellectual. But I could see that not only my host but other 
prominent Zagreb Jews were perturbed by the spreading 
wave of anti-Semitism in Central Europe and tiiat, like 
many British Jews, they regarded the influx of German 
Jewii refugees with some anxiety. In view of the barbarous 
treatment which has been meted out to Jews in Germany, 
it is difficult to discuss the Jewish question dispassionately. 
I have lived with it for twenty years; in Russia, in Germany 
and in the Danubian states, and I have come reluctandy to 
the conclusion that, in Central and Eastern Europe at any 
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rate, it is largely a problem oi proportion. As soon as a 
country acquires more Jews than it can absorb, a Jewish 
question at once arises. Philosophers, scientists and econo¬ 
mists can give a hundred excellent reasons whv rhi^ should 

not be so, bat, unfortunately, human nature has not yet 
leamt to act reasonably. 

In Zagreb I did not spend all of my time widi the ridi and 
prh-ileged. I also saw much of my poor &iends.With young 
Jakic, my Croat mentor, I made a fot- 4 iand study of univer- 
sity life in Zagreb. The povern’ of the students was pitifbL 
Many lived in the barest of hostels. Others shared a garret 
with one or two fellow-students. The majority, I thinlr had 
rarely mere dian one meal a day, and the meal usuallv con¬ 
sisted of bread and a dish of soup with meat or vegetable 
stock- Some of the students look^ and, undoubtedlv, were 
ander-nourished- But what struck me most was Ac cheap¬ 
ness of Ae education, A student can and does “do” ZagrA 
University on a total budget of forty-five peon A a year. Of 
this sum thirt\'-eight pounA are required for board, lodging 
and cloAes. The remaining seven pounA cover all univer- 
sit}" fees including Ae cost of gradoaricn- 

Even if one admits that forty-five pounA go twice as &r 
in Yugoslavia as in Britain, Ae contrast wiA Oxford and 
Cambridge is startling. In Yugoslavia, as in Japan, poverty is 
a badge ot honour. It is also an incenavc to woik. At Ae end 
of his universitv course Ae Zagreb student will lark Ac lAv- 
sical attributes and Ae self-assurance of Ae Oxford a^ 
Cambridge undergraduate. He will not know one end of a 
horse fi’om Ae oAer. He will have played no games, 

Ac improvement of his phraque he will have to depend oa 
his period of compulsory military service. But Ae range of 
his knowledge will be wder and more comprAcnsive than 
that of Ae average Oxford or Cambridge student, and the 
number ot hours that he has devoted to work will be twice 
as great. In Zagreb Ae preoccupation of Ae cdncarional 
auAorides is to prevent the five thousand students from 


lire 
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over-working and under-eating. The average Oxford or 
Cambridge undergraduate is under-worked and over-fed. 

The conditions of university hfe which prevail in Zagreb 
are dupheated in the other university towns of Yugoslavia 
and, indeed, of Bulgaria, Rumania and Czechoslovakia. 
They set a difficult problem both to British and to Yugoslav 
educational authorities. 

As far as Oxford and Cambridge are concerned, we have 
to ask ourselves two questions. In the present state of the 
world how long can we continue to ^ord an education 
which costs five times as much as the average university 
course in Europe? How far are the results achieved commen¬ 
surate with the extra expense? The questions must arouse 
grave doubts in many minds. It is true that in Britain we 
have other universities where first-class educational facilities 
are provided at a low cost, and that the wide extension of our 
scholarship system has opened the doors of even the most 
expensive colleges to poor students. But, rightly or wrongly, 
I cannot help feeling that the attitude of the average student 
in the new countries towards his university career is very 
different from that of the upper and middle class British stu¬ 
dent In particular, the average foreign student knows that 
he can expect htde or nothing from his parents, and in this 

respect the self-rehance that he acquires is a distinct advan¬ 
tage. 

In Yugoslavia and in the other new states of Central and 
South-Eastern Europe the educational problem is a different 
one. Faith in their new destiny has stirred all these peoples to 
a great effort. The urge for education is universal. Sons of 
peasants desert the land to go to the university. They work 
like ants, because when you are bone poor study is both work 
^d pastime. And the vast majority does well. Then comes 
the task of job-finding. It is not easy. A university degree in 
Yugoslavia qualifies you for a post as a government official, 
^ a dortor, as a lawyer, or as an engineer. But aheady Yugo¬ 
slavia has a superfluity of bureaucrats, engineers, doctors and 
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lawyers, and the supply of jobs is no longer equal to die de¬ 
mand. The over-production of intellectuals has now reached 
a point where it is hard to secure a post even as a bank-derk 
or a book-keeper without a university degree. The inevitable 
result has been the creation of a disgruntled intellectual prole¬ 
tariat. And the intellectual youth of Yugoslavia is definitely 
radical in thought and oudook. 

In Zagreb I was entertained by some of my poorer Croatian 
fiiends, and I enjoyed that evening more than any odier. 
They were young, and the excellent, cheap wine loosed 
their tongues. They were much less internationally-minded 
than our British intellectual proletarians, and their radicalism 
was strongly tinged with nationalist sentiment, admittedly 
in the Croatian rather than in the Yugoslav sense. Their talk 
was w^itty. They disliked the semi-dictatorship of M. Stoja^ 
dinovic and gave point to their dislike with a typically 
Croatian story of the Yugoslav Prime Minister’s visit to 
Berlin, After a busy day ML. Stojadinovic sups alone with 
Herr Hitler. “May I ask you one question?” says the Yugo¬ 
slav to the Fuehrer. “As one dictator to another, tell me how 
many of your people are against you?” 

The Fuehrer thinks for a minute and then replies: “Confi¬ 
dentially and in all honesty I should say not more than 
fifteen millions.” 

“Just the same with me,” says Stojadinovic delightedly. 

The total population of Yugoslavia is approximately fif¬ 
teen millions. 

Still less did my young fiiends like the dictatorships in 
Germany and Italy, To-day, the most popular form of story 
in Yugoslavia is the letter puzzle. Out came a pencil, and one 
of the young men handed me a card with the cryptic message 
“ Februar, 1940,” Could I decipher it? A similar card was 
supposed to be received by Herr Hider at Christmas and, as 
it bore no signature, the Fuehrer’s mystic curiosity was 
aroused. He sent for General Goering. He summoned his 
cipher experts from the Wilhelmstrassc. He offered a reward 
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to the soothsayers. No one could solve the message. At last 
an old Rabbi came to the Fuehrer’s palace and, after demand¬ 
ing and being granted full immunity ft:om persecution, 
Wunteered to deciper the puzzle. Each letter represented a 
word, and the message, which had to be read forv’^ards and 
then backwards, ran as follows: “Frankreich, England, Bel- 
gien, Russland, und Amerika rechnen auf Untergang des 

Reiches bis En^ Februar, I 940 -”^ 

After our dinner my firiends took me to a wine-cellar 

T niwh frequented by the students and by the poor. The long 
narrow room, rudely furnished and foul with cheap cigarette 
CTnokp, was fulL A small orchestra of a piano, a gmtar, a 
concertina and two violins was pla^dng a Viennese song. The 
musicians were all young. They were, my fiiends told me, 
university students who worked here by night in order to 
pay for their education. A waiter in a dirty white coat found 
a table for us, and presendy the leader of the orchestra, a 
swarthy, young Adonis with a soft tenor voice, began to 
croon a Croatian song. The tune was not so plaintive as a 
Russian gipsy song, but the affinity was unmist^ble. It was 
extraordm^y pleasant, and I was glad that Zagreb or at 
least the poor of Zagreb had not yet succumbed to the 
4 f>adpning monotony of “jazz”. I was fascinated by the pub¬ 
lic. lliey were of all ages and ranged, I imagined, from plu¬ 
tocratic hotel porters and waiters to young clerks and stu¬ 
dents. At the tables couples predominated, and as most of 
die women were young I guessed that there were more mis¬ 
tresses than wives. They were cheaply but neady dressed. 
Most of them were artificial blondes with dark eyes and bps 
liberally smeared with carmine. Some would have walked 
straight into a beauty chorus in London or New York. Yet, 
although morals are easy in Zagreb, there was no looseness 
of behaviour. These people took their pleasures tstith un- 
aflfected but respectable gaiety. Even the men who had 

^ftancje, England, Belgium, Russia and America reckon on the down- 
of the Third Reich b^oie the end of Febmary, 1940. 
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drunk too much were quietly somnolent. Soft music and 
wine produce a more romantic and less rowdy effect than 
“jazz” and hard hquor. To me it was a pleasant and harm¬ 
less experience. It was certainly not harmful to the pocket. 
For here one could sit until the early hours of the morning 
for the price of a few pence, and a whole carafe of local wine 
costs less than a packet of ten Players. 

Under the influence of the Croatian music the nationalism 
of my friends reasserted itself. Out came the pencils again, 
and I was given a new letter puzzle. “Why is Yugoslavia 
surrounded by ‘brigama’ (diffi<^ties) ?” “Because ‘brigama* 
stands for: Bulgaria, Rumania, Italy, Greece, Madjarska 
(Hungary ) and Austria.” So much for neighbourly love and 
tlie popular nationalism of Croatian youth! 

As befits a sub-capital with a fairly prosperous bourgeoisie, 
Zagreb has also a more expensive night-life. It is more pro¬ 
vincial and less sophisticated than the night-life of Vienna; 
a litde less primitive than the night-life of Belg?“ade. It takes 
place in “bars”, a name borrow^ed from America but posse^ 
sing here a Viennese significance. In Central Europe a bar 
consists of a dancing-floor, which also serves as the stage for 
the cabaret turns, a dais for the orchestra, rows of tables, and 
behind the tables a semi-circle of low boxes. In an ante¬ 
room there may be a real bar, but it is not much in evidence. 

Zagreb has its full complement of “bars”. Some advertise 
themselves as “open all night . The tw’o most expemive and, 
in that sense, the most exclusive, are the Pik “B^” and the 
Ritz “Bar”. I revisited both and marvelled a litde at my 
powders of endurance. The programme was long. The armts 
included a hghtning calculator, a trio of lady contortionists, 
a youn^ man, ob\'iou5ly Austrian, w'ho sang an English song 
and performed a Lancashire step-dance, a German-spealmg 
American negress, and a real Indian nautsch-girl. At side- 
ubles at the back sat half-a-dozcn blond Viennese Animcr- 
damen who chain-smoked as the cheapest antidote to bon- 
dom. The presence of the Viennese ladies and of the Indian 
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nautsch-girl indicated Zagreb’s exact geographical sitmtion 
on the map of night-life. It is the half-way house betw’een the 
West and the East. 

Even here the entertainment was not expensive. Unless 
one d rinks French champagne, life, both human and mate¬ 
rial, is very cheap in Zagreb. Nor was there much gaiety or 
even the attraction of lewd behaviour. Till the end of the 
cabaret programme the audience, which contained a fair 
sprinkling of married couples, was sohdly respectable. When 
the married couples left, the Animier-damen roused them¬ 
selves from their lethargy. Their anim ation, however, was 
half-hearted. Correcdy but joylessly they danced wdth good- 
looking young men with polished nails and sleek hair, while 
the orchestra played American music •without the American 
sense of rhytlin. I was surprised to see how quickly luxury 
creates decadence even in a country w'here there is httle in¬ 
herited wealth. Night-life in Belgrade may bring many sur¬ 
prises: noisiness, drunkenness, even a brawl. But, at least, 
there is something virile in the conduct of the revellers. Here 
in Zagreb the young men had obviously plenty of money. 
But they looked bored and satiated. Doubtless, the satiation 
was the cause of the boredom. There is, indeed, only one 
exciting feature of Zagreb night-hfe, and this is pro'saded, 
not by Croats, not by Viennese, but by the Russians. 

With ^Iko Mazuranic I went to a Riissian Nachtlohal 
where a Russian orchestra, complete with gipsy singers, 
played and sang until the last guest chose to leave. The hour 
was late and the room, ht -with the dimmest of hghts, was 
thick with cigarette smoke. Through the cloudy atmosphere 
I could just see that the windowrs had stained-glass designs. 
Was I in a converted church? I felt a htde uncomfortable. A 
closer inspection revealed that the figures in the windows 
were not saints but semi-nudes who looked like hermaphro¬ 
dites. At tables, separated by flimsy, low partitions, sat the 
pubHc: men of all ages and classes; some alone .others with 
painted doll companions who obviously came from the 

9 
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streets. One or two were rather drunk, and several were in 
that state of boredom which leaves one tired but unable to 
go to bed. Among the guests there was considerable coming 
and going. Some dropped in to have a drink and hear a gipsy 
song'"and then left. At some moments the room was nearly 

fuU, at others almost empty. , 

I had come prepared for disillusionment, expecting at the 

best to meet some old friend like Jurie Morfessi whom I had 
heard sing in Russia in the pre-war days and again, after the 
war, in Prague, in Belgrade, and in Paris. I was loth to revive 
memories which were better kept unsulHed. But Morfessi 
was not there. In his place were new faces; above all, young 
faces. The orchestra, fourteen strong, was composed of 
young men. Most of tliem looked inteUigent. One or two 
were good-looking youths with clear-cut features and well- 
knit frames. One of the lady singers was middle-aged. The 
other was a young girl with the face of a madonna. Th^ 
demeanour was quiet and dignified. Compared wxm the 
pubhe, they looked like thoroughbreds at a fair ot cart- 

^°Arfrie guitars struck their first minor chord, I thought 
vaguely of the money I had squandered on Russian gipsy 
music. Through my mind flashed Pushkin s lines: 


“Mechtam i godam nyet vozvrat^ 

Nye obnovl)Ti dushi moyei...” 

For me. too, there would be no return of the dre^ and 
with the same abandon to the foUies and enthusiasms of 


^ But in spite of myself my mterest was roused. 

the Russia from which their parents had been 

were the children of the remnants of Denikm s and Wran 
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gel’s White army, and their fate in a foreign country had 
been hard. Sons and daughters of monarchists, they had been 
brought up on monarchist lines, for of aU countries Yugo¬ 
slavia has shown the greatest sympathy to the Whites. The 
boys had been educated at the Kadetski Corpus, a kind of 
Russian Sandhurst sanctioned and aided by the Yugoslav 
government, the girls at the Russian Institute, a replica of 
the aristocratic Smolny Institute in St. Petersburg which 
subsequently acquired a new fame as the first headquarters of 
the Bolshevik Party. Here they had spent a few happy years 
in sheltered seclusion, the boys being trained as the former 
Tsarist officers were trained, the girls learning to curtsey and 
to dance the mazurka and the polonaise. Then, at the age of 
seventeen, they had been thrown penniless into the whirlpool 
of Balkan life. Some of the young men found employment. 
A girl Wits lucky if she found a Serbian husband. But for the 
majority there were no jobs. And so they had banded them¬ 
selves into orchestras to work all night in order to pay for 
advanced education by day. 

Although they bore no resemblance to the professional 
gipsies of Tsarist days, they had mastered this form of enter¬ 
tainment thoroughly. The guitars and violins struck the 
necessary note of melancholy into one’s soul. A burly bass 
sang with the necessary abandon the drinking-songs which 
invite the guest to empty his glass. There was a young man 
with a superb tenor voice which in the old days would have 
made his fortune. 

The most curious feature of the evening was the singing of 
new Soviet songs, for the performers were anti-Bolshevik 
to a man. Russia caimot have changed very much. The 
songs, doubdess transcribed fi’om the Soviet radio, were in¬ 
distinguishable firom the Tsarist songs. The themes were the 
same: unrequited love, champagne and vodka. One song 
about street lamps, -with a stirring chorus be ginning “Fona- 
rild, Fonariki moji”, was a special favourite of Mazuranic, to 
whom the vay name of Bolshevism is anathema This 
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typical example of Slav inconsistency broke down my de¬ 
fences. If my sentimental emotions were not disturbed, I was 
amused and abandoned my reserve. The choir, which re¬ 
ceived a miserable salary from the proprietor, depended for 
its hving on the contributions of the guests. Every half-hour 
or so, at the end of a song, one of the girls took a plate and 
solemnly walked roimd the tables to make a collection. I 
looked at the stained-glass windows. I thought of my Pres¬ 
byterian upbringing in Scotland. And I contributed more 

generously than I could afford. 

I went back several times to this place. I got to know the 
young men and the girls rather well. I went with them to 
other Russian establi^^ents, for both Zagreb and Belgrade 
have several restaurants and cellars where Russian choirs and 
Russian singers provide the entertainment. I took them out 
into the country to dine at little restaurants by the banks of 
the Save or at the top of the Sljeme mountain. And gradually 

I learnt the story of their Uves. 

It was a story of tragedy reUeved by courage of the highest 

quahty. Most of the young men had managed somehow to go 
durough a university. They told me stories of their student 
dap and of life on one hundred and dinars a montL One 

hundred and dinars represent thirteen English shilling. 
Life on so small a sum means sharing not only a room with 
three compamons but also sharing a suit. They went in rota¬ 
tion to their studies, the three suitless students remaining in 
bed dll the fourth returned. They told me their story without 
complaint. They even laughed as they explained to me h^ 
it was necessar)” to beg or borrow a suit for the ^hes^ He 
could hardly go to the university with sleeves to his dbows 
and half his shins showing below the trousers. With h^-a- 
dozen safety-pins and some amateur tailonng they could fat 

out the shortest student more or less respect^ly. 

Most of them were still learning some useful subje^ One 

a surveyor. Another had taught himself 
a tolerably good pronunciation, from a 


was qualifying as 
English, including 
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book. While I was in Zagreb, the young tenor took 
two days off in order to sit for his final examination as an 
engineer- He was married, had a baby daughter, and, like 
most of the others, had joined the choir to pay for his educa¬ 
tion. He passed brilliantly, but he was pessimistic about his 
prospects of obtaining a job. 

After the war the Yugoslavs were very kind to the White 
Russians. They accepted their professors, their staff officers, 
their engineers and their military doctors, and both Russians 
and Yugoslavs benefited from this arrangement. But 
twenty years have passed since the war, and Yugoslavia has 
made great progress. Her universities have now turned out 
hundreds of trained Yugoslavs. There are nearly twenty 
thousand Russians in Yugoslavia. Their position is like that 
ofjews in other countries. They are too numerous to absorb. 
Competition to-day is too severe. And, if the Yugoslavs are 
not unkind, they nevertheless are forced to consider their 
own people first. 

But it was the story of the girl with the madonna face 
which amazed me. She told it with a simpUcity and lack 
of emotion which convinced me of its truth. Her name was 
Tatiana. Her father, a colonel in the White Army, was killed 
in the civil war. In the scurried evacuation of the Whites 
after Wrangel’s collapse in 1920 Tania, then aged four, was 
separated from her mother. A British ship took the mother 
to Egypt. Another bore Tania and her young sister to Con¬ 
stantinople. From that city she was brought to Bulgaria, 
where there was a scheme in force for the adoption of Rus¬ 
sian refugee children by Bulgarian famihes. For several days 
Tania was exposed with other children in a kind of booth 
while the Bulgarian housewives, impoverished by the war 
and seeking cheap servants, came to inspect this h uman 
cargo. Tania was not selected. She was too young to be use¬ 
ful in the house. 

From Bulgaria she was brought by other Russian refugees 
to Yugoslavia. She was educated in the old-world, sheltered 
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atmosphere of the Institute. Ajfter eight years she was re¬ 
united to her mother who had since re-martied, and, on 
leaving the Institute at the age of eighteen, she went to live 
with her famil y. She was beautiful, and there was trouble 
with the step-fether. She ran away and joined the choir. 
Times were hard for her, for the rewards of night-life are 
small in a poor country like Yugoslavia. After King Alex¬ 
ander’s tragic death, when official mourning involved the 
closing of aU places of entertainment for several weeks, she 
lay penniless wth pleurisy in a damp cellar. Now at the age 
of twenty-four she helps to keep her mother, her step-fether 
and her brother. She has kept something more: a ffiie, un^ 

spoilt character and her self-respect. 

I have something more than a sentimental admiration for 
these exiled Russians of the new generation. Unlike Ae 
Russian emigres of fiction, they do not call themselves counts 
or princesses. They are, however, the sons and daughters of 
educated parents: professors, doaors, army officers. They are 
a fine t)*pe of youth, stronger and more s^-reliant than the 
previous generation. Strangely enough, they have also fer 
less fear of poverty, war, revolution, and all the other terrors 
of life in Europe to-day than the men and women of fifty. 
Although they have known hardly a moment of what we 
should °call happiness, they have remained normal Some 
admittedly fall by the way, but in a situation whiA s^ 
almost hopeless Ae vast majority has not lost Ae hope 


If I w’cre voung, I Aould choose a wife firom Ae new 
generation of Russian emigris. They know life as Ae pr^ous 
generations never knew it. And Aeir courage is su^b. 

I could wish Aat Mr. Somerset Maugham wodd write a 
corrosively corrective story on Ae Aeme of Russian emigres 
and national pit>. Tewlay, Britain is moved by an »mine^ 

sentimental pity for Ae persecuted Jews of Germany and^ 

Spaniards. It is a proper and highly cr^uble sentiment. B 
_onr wirh some truA that our pity is often 
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prompted more by political indignation than by any other 
emotion. As far as the Spaniards are concerned, most of us, 
I thinic, reserve our sympathy and our cash for one side or 
the other and only rarely is our charity extended to the 
suffering masses of both sides. 

In any case these movements of national pity are remark¬ 
ably transient and evanescent. Many people will remember 
the huge wave of sympathy which swept Britain during the 
Great War when die first refugees arrived from Belgium. 
Within two years it had considerably subsided. Although 
Russia, with France, was largely instrumcnul in helping us 
to prepare for a war for which ■we were not ready, the Rus¬ 
sians have been forgotten. Perhaps the first emigres were in 
some respects responsible for their own failure. But the new 
generation are not to blame for the shortcomings of their 
forbears. They have endured an exile as barren, if not as 
harsh, as that of the Jews. They are the victims of a civil war 
as cruel and as savage as that of Spain. 



CHAPTER FOUR 


NO ONE WHO lives in Central Europe to-day can help feeling 
grave anxiety about the future. There is a nervous tension in 
the atmosphere which communicates itself all too readily to 
the foreign traveller. For myself I was obsessed by the pro¬ 
monition that, even if this were not my last journey, there 
were many things that I should never see again in their 
present form. After ten days in Zagreb I felt an irresistible 

longing to return to the Dalmatian Coast. 

My Croat fiiends did their best to dissuade me. The begin¬ 
ning of February was not the season for Dalmatia. Without 
the sun the coast would be very bleak. Had I forgotten my 
Twelfth Night? With better knowledge of maritime condi¬ 
tions than he is given credit for, Shakespeare had wrecked 
Viola on the Dalmatian Coast. I should, of course, esca^ 
that fate, for the Yugoslav boats were good. But I might 

have a rough and unpleasant passage. 

I ignored these warnings. I had seen the Coast m aU 
seasons, and my luck had never failed me. I was determined 


to put it to another test. ’ 

At first the weather-god did his best to punish me tor my 

obstinacy'. I left Zagreb in a dense, damp fog wW(± refii^ 

to lift. As we began to climb the rough slopes of the (^rksi 

Kotar, the mist lay so low and white aroimd us ^t it w:b 

scarcely distinguishable from the snow, and only the stunted 

birches, leafless and ghost-like, satisfied me ^ ™ JT’ 
indeed, on earth and not enshrouded m Ae cloutk. At the 

highest point of the line, more than two thoi^d five h^ 
dr?d feet above sea-level, we entered the Sljeme t^^ 
When we came out, not even Jack, on ^ 

the clearest of blues. We had left the snow 

me was the Adriatic, like a huge aquamanne m a platmum 
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setting, with Susak, Fiume and Abbazzia nestling at the head 
of the bay in a bath of sunshine. 

At Susak I was met by a nephew of Dr, Sverljuga, and 
went at once on board the Yugoslavia to be entertained to a 
sumptuous luncheon with fresh “orada’’ and “plavac”, the 
rich Chianti-like red wine of Dalmatia. I was the only pas¬ 
senger. Indeed, but for the mail contract, the Adriatic ship¬ 
ping lines could not run during the winter. I was, too, the 
captain’s guest. Stanko Sverljuga, whose grandfather had 
founded the line, and Bozo Banac, the Dalmatian shipping 
magnate, had sent instructions that I was to be looked after, 
and I was treated like a king. 

As we shd gently out of the harbour, I could spot with the 
naked eye the guns on two Itahan destroyers lying offFiume. 
To-day, this port, still more Croat than Italian, is separated 
only by a bridge from the neighbouring Yugoslav port of 
Susak. I could not help recalling the escapade of D’Annunzio 
by which, in defiance of the peace-makers, the Italians had 
made Fiume their own. It was true that under the Treaty of 
London the ItaHans had been promised a part of the Dal¬ 
matian coast. Because that treaty had not been implemented, 
Italians now maintamed that they belonged to the “have- 
not” nations. But Italy had acquired one immense benefit 
from the war: the bre^-up of me Austro-Hungarian mon¬ 
archy, which for years had prevented Italy’s natural expan¬ 
sion in the Balkans. With a saner pohey Italy could have 
made herself the natural protector of the Balkan States. She 
could have found not only useful aUies, but also a valuable 
outlet for her industrial products. But she had chosen the 
path of violence, and, by so doing, had sown the seeds of mis¬ 
trust in what would have been a profitable field. The seizure 
of Fiume had been a cardinal blunder. One day Germany’s 

drive to the south-east might make a saner Italy regret her 
mistake. 

I did not let my thoughts dwell long on pohtics. Here 
Nature was at peace, and I wanted to enjoy it while it lasted. 
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After a star-Ht night I arrived at Spht soon aftCT dawn ^d 
spent some hours on shore. Since my last vmt the town had 
doubled in size. There were new villas on the outs^ and a 

new hotel. Some old friends ^e M. Biic, 
archaeologist, had died. But the old landmar^ had not 
altered. Here on the front were ^e rows of pahm. In Ae 
harbour lay the long line of Dalmatian sailing sbps vnth 
their gaily^oloured sails of green, russet-brow, blue ^d 
orangl their neatly stacked cargoes of wine,^t, oil, &h 
and oHves, and their rudely painted nam«. On eveiy 1 ^^ 

foT^e Dalmatian sailors are Cathohes and supersunous. The 

front was already thronged with people; clerks going 

their offices, fisher-girls carrying ^ to the 

som^ in loc^ costume with httle caps not unlffie the 

ktLTlondon fashion in hats, and sober Bosmans wiffif^ 

evilly rancid. But apparently It has great vntues. ^ . 

he pratre, the Emper“t s f ^ 
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of power, would build the most sumptuous palace that 
money can buy for any one or, preferably, all of the dictators 
who might be induced to follow Diocletian’s example. 

All the way from Split to Dubrovnik, which I had decided 
to make my headquarters, the fine weather held, and the sun 
was warm enough to force me to sit on deck in my shirt¬ 
sleeves. From Split onwards I had a fellow-traveller, al¬ 
though not a traveller in the strict sense of the word, for he 
was an oflScial inspector of the shipping line. He was an ex¬ 
sea captain, and, like the captain in Twelfth Night, could 
reply to any modem Viola’s question; “Know’st thou this 
country?” with the same answer; “Ay, Madam, well, for I 
was bred and bom not three hours’ travel from this very 
place.” 

Powerfully built like most Dalmatians and widely tra¬ 
velled, he was a man of considerable shrewdness, reserving 
his judgments for matters which he understood. Like nearly 
everyone in Europe he wanted peace, and regarded Britain 
as the chief bulwark of peace in the terms in which every 
country except the dictator countries understands peace. 
During the l^t five years he had seen much of the British 
tourists who visited Dalmatia. He liked them, but was not 
impressed by the rather contemptuous manner in which tliey 
spoke of the Italians. As a sailor who had no love for Italian 
policy, he thought that we underrated tlic Italian effort both 
on land and sea. 

Politics, however, were not his strong point, and he pre¬ 
ferred local history, of which he had a great knowledge. I 
therefore welcomed his presence, more especially when we 
reached Hvar, the pleasantest island of the Adriatic with a 
winter climate which one day will make it a second Madeira. 
Here the steamers usually stop for only quarter-of-an-hour, 
but on this occasion the captain and the inspector arranged 
for a wait long enough to enable me to see the town more 
thoroughly than I had ever done before. Hvar is a miniature 
Venice set in a background of olive-trees, tamarisks and 
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cypresses. It is dominated by its cathedral, but ev^ Utde 
stteet is a nest of fifteenth-century buildings: rum^ pala^ 
and villas ^^•ith loggias. On the Cathedr^ Sqime b^ide the 
quay is an old building which once housed a Venetian 
^nal and the first theatre in south-eastern Europe. Sym- 
bohc of the present insecurity of Europe, the theatre was 
over the arsenal, and the actors played on boards stretched 

above the barrels of powder. t lu J » 

Leaving the inspector to do his o^tm busmess, I walked out 
to the Franciscan monastery. It stands alone m a grove of 
q pms tr«s on a smaU promontop-. I wmt mto Ae 
to^ Roselh’s The Last Supper, which is the ^ef tr^me of 
Hvar. The church was deserted, and I could not &d the 
picture. Rather nerv^ously I rang Ae monastery A 
young Franciscan monk came to the door and m my hal^g 
Croatian I explained to him my desire. He took me into a 
rather dark refector>% and there, simounded by other pc- 

tures of less value, hung RoseUi s huge 

told me gleefiiUy that a few yean ago an English 

milhonaire had come to Hvar in his Y^cht and had 

the enormous canvas with golden soverei^. I tn^ to n^e 
a hghtning calculation, and arrived at the figure of 
llldi in Yugoslav currency represents the impressive sum of 

by^~, the sum'requirei 

But the does not sell 

the amount, ' pose the right attimde. 

Its rehgious treasures. . oienue was badly hung and 

But I was not convinced. The picture was uauiy & 

h,v"^togc you fou. huudrud dtos u moud. 
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but you would have a room to yourself. Thirty s hill i n gs a 
mondi for the most beautiful and most peaceful sojourn in 
Europe! It seemed an inviting prospect. I thought of the 
happy hours that I could spend with the local fisher-folk, of 
the expeditions that I could make from diis delectable spot. 
Vis, the Lissa of British naval history, with its British ceme¬ 
tery as the standing memorial of Hoste s great victory over 
the French, was only two hours* sail away, and Korcula, 
another mini ature Venice, was not much farther and more 
accessible. Here in Hvar I could find the sohtude which so 
many of my generation sought to-day. Then I remembered 
that in all probabihty the monastery had no bath and cer¬ 
tainly no heating, and I went away sorrowfully, cursing the 

softness of our modem civilisation. 

As our steamer entered the narrow strait which separates 
the island of Korcula from the peninsula of Peljascc, my in¬ 
spector became quite excited. The strait, he told me, was the 
favourite s ailin g ground of King Edward VIII when, during 
his short reign, he came on his yachting cruise to Dalmatia. 
The peninsula is the birthplace of most of the Croatian 
sea-captains, and here they return to live when they 
retire. They setde at Orebic and, although in summer it is 
over-run by Czech tourists, it is as fair a township as any on 
thK enchanting coast. The little terra-cotta-coloured town 
has one claim to fame. It possesses the only jackal hunt in 
Europe. The jackals setded here in the sixteenth century, and 
on a still night their howling can be heard even at sea. 

Orebic was the favourite resort of the late Admiral Sir 
William Fish er when he was Commander-in-Chief of the 
Mediterranean Fleet, He did not come there to hunt jackals, 
but to take exercise. Every day he landed and walked along 
the coast for two or three hours. He had a companion, the 
mayor of Orebic and an ex-captain who had sailed the seven 
seas and who spoke English. The Admiral not only took his 
exercise. He discussed with a rare desire for information 
every aspect of local politics and every problem of the 
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Adriatic. X^e mayor, who had never walked so far in his lif^ 
was immensely impressed, and now Sir William Fisher’s 
name is more resperted than any other in Orebic. Because of 
the world-reputation which the British Navy enjoys, Bri^ 
admirals, who take an inteUigent interest in human affairs, 
can do more for Britain than a whole train-load of peripatetic 

ministers. 

The Dalmatian islands are well known to our Mediter¬ 
ranean Fleet, and, gun or rod in hand, our naval officers ^ve 
wandered over most of them in search of game or fish. There 
are many jokes about naval horsemai^p. They are now 
rather out of date when naval polo, stimulated by Admi^ 
Sir Roger Keyes, has attained such a high scmdard of skm 
There ^e also one or two shooting stories which ^ only be 
told far from the presence of sailors. On a ^rtain^^ oc^on 
our Mediterranean flagship was anchored off an island, and 
early one morning the commander-in-chief went ashore m 
the barge to shoot. Several petty officers and ratmgs accom¬ 
panied him in order to serve as beaters. The ^p was due to 
fail at two p.m., and the Admiral, a stickler for pimctuahty. 
had made the necessary arrangements to be ba^ at one- 
thirty. At the appointed hour there was no sign of the barge. 
At two o’clock the captain became anxious. At three he was 
agitated and was on the point of ordering a r«OTe party to 
go ashore when he saw the barge appear romd comer o 
a smaU promontory. It had a casualty on board. The cox¬ 
swain had received a charge of shot in his pants. Who di^ 
him remains a secret, for the Navy its teputauon 

as the silent service. In silence the Admiral 

silence the great flagship steamed her way fimously to her 

RogCT Keyes is another name to conjure with m ^ 

maria, and at a time when Britain’s prestige does not s^d 

too high it is a pleasure to be able to say that ^ 

Slavs ffie Mediterranean Fleet is not only popular, but also 

highly respected. 
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It is true that a Dalmatian lady told me that when the 
British naval ratings came ashore at Dubrovnik decent girls 
had to bar themselves in their houses. But she was a \stizencd 
old trout, who believed that the Turks were the only sailors 
who knew how to behave like gentlemen, and her evidence 
puts her in a minority of one. 

Both the oflScers and ratings of the British Navy are natural 
diplomatists, and from every section of the Dalmatian popu¬ 
lation I heard tributes to their efficiency, courtesy, hospitahty 
and excellent behaviour. The money which the Navy spends 
ashore is very welcome to the local inhabitants, and, when the 
bulk of the Mediterranean Fleet visited Dubrovnik some years 
ago, the Yugoslav Government did a smart deal. It opened a 
special branch of the National B ank which was given a mono¬ 
poly for c han ging British money into dinars. What with pur¬ 
chases of stores and provisions and the expenditure of officers 
and ratings on shore, the Yugoslav Government netted about 
j(j8o,ooo of good British currency. In these circumstances 
Yugoslavia would welcome the visit of a British fleet once a 
month! 

The sun was setting as we entered the Mljet Canal which 
forms the stupendous approach to Dubrovnik. The air was 
still warm. The sky had turned the deepest of blues. On the 
mainland to the east a few white clouds began to appear from 
behind the thin crest of snow on the mountains. On our 
right Mljet, the Melita where St, Paul stopped on his way to 
Rome, was already in the shadows. Soon it would look like 
some prehistoric monster asleep on the surface of the sea. It 
still shelters monsters of a minute shape. For many years it 
suffered from a plague of vipers, and then modem science 
with its urge to interfere in all things introduced the mon¬ 
goose. And to-day the inhabitants are wringing their hands. 
The plague of vipers has been replaced by a plague of mon¬ 
gooses, and the islanders cannot keep a hen or an egg. 

In ancient days Mljet was a kind of Devil’s Island to which 
the Romans sent their political exiles, and here Oppianus 
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wrote his poem on hunting and fishing. The Yugoslav 
Government sometimes uses the islands for the same pur¬ 
pose, and, after the dictatorship was established m 1931, 
Dr. Korosec, the Slovene leader, was e^ed to Hvar for 
ns^o years. It is, at any rate, an almost idylhc place of bamsh- 

“^i^’the sun sinks lower in the sky, the sea changes from the 
ssnne-dark of Homer to a slate-velvet. The water is won- 
drously calm, and in the stillness the islands stand out m bold, 
black rehef. To the left is Lopud, ^th its rumed fortx^ 

and deserted monasteries. Farther ah^d is ^ 

memories of Richard Lionheart aod Uk Ardsduke 
milian, the ill-fated Emperor of MeDco. who ^ the last 
private owoet of the island. To me Lo^ to p^to 

“nits are not slime and toads, but to dean, coloured waters 

" ATtos'tS;lt''lp‘dinost sdently to^gh to channel, 
to Oitcst o^toK-pink. As to darkness falls, to ^ mooin 

be^ wl us 

oftTrilt r toTlefXtocp, and there before 
1 1 to ftrendly lamps of Grui We are at to gates of 

wlTthote in high enpecurion and w^* ^ 

rSt?^l dly^oblems ^my life and r. 

for a while the lost years of my youth. 
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My op timis m was a little foolish. For, like most experi¬ 
ences wHch one tries to repeat, Dubrovnik brought the in¬ 
evitable disillusionment. It still retained its picture-postcard 
beauty. I was as enthralled as ever by the history of this httle 
repubhc which had kept its independence from the tenth 
century to the time of Napoleon. I still yielded to the charm 
of the cypresses, although each tree seemed to shelter a grave¬ 
stone. I found the same repose and peace in the orange-grove 
cloisters of the Franciscan monastery. But there was a differ¬ 
ence, and the change was not only in myself. 

When I came here just after the war, there were few 
tourists; above all, few rich tourists. Since then Europe had 
gradually invaded Dubrovnik. The Duke of Kent and 
General Goering had spent part of their hone}'moons here. 
King Edward had walked its streets with his bride-to-be. 
Captain Cunningham Rdd had brought his yacht. Otlier 
Western Europeans and Americans had followed in their 
train, and something of the sophistication of modem civilisa¬ 
tion had transmitted itself to the local citizens. Even the 
romance had become westernised. Nearly every young Dal¬ 
matian is an Adonis. But he has been spoilt, and from more 
than one source I heard tales of easy foreign conquests be¬ 
neath the palms and cypresses of this seductive coast. 

It is true that the ^glish have left little trace of their real 
culture. In the bookshops there were few English books, al¬ 
though in one window I saw a huge spread of Edgar Wal¬ 
lace’s wwks. But a large red strip above them with ^e words 
“Wallace e irresistibile” soon revealed that the edition w^as 
an Italian one. It is in other directions that one must seek the 
signs of our superior civilisation: in the new shops with for¬ 
eign scents and foreign face-powder, in the curio store run 
by the attractive and popular Hassan, in the rouged bps and 
painted faces of the young Dubrovnik girls, in the new hotels, 
and in the new cafe close to the Reaor’s Palace. For to-day 
Dubrovnik has a cafe-restaurant which its owner boasts has 
no equal in London. The boast is not exaggerated. 
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The food and wines of the Gradska Kafa n a arc excellent, 
d the cafe employs the smartest negro page in Euro^. 
-cording to the local legend he is the son of the favoimte 
'ero servant of the late King Nikita of Montenegro, and ^ 
.-out, a bright scarlet Eton jacket, black trousers and white 
ats, is a sight for the gods. And by the fora of the same 
-oeress Dubrovnik has also a “Bar”. Only a few years olck 
is already invested with a romantic story. It was st^ed 
. an Irishman and made no headway. In the end the Insh- 
lan went away, leaving the premises to ^ 

iuchess of Kent came there to dance, and from that hour the 

Bar” became a going concern. -i v i , 

With these new developments Dubrovnik has lost, for 

f all events something of its old charm. I realise that my atti- 

uS is chur’lish and ufchariuble. Like ^glers, nature-lovcn 

« sdSh folk who always try to keep their favo^tt 

tfTfadldloT^ Ae 

eCI f—cha^ologu. "to » 

To ^ose of my oy^ik I give tie advice to come 

n: hL ^oTI ffvourite imp^no. fa 

J ■“>“ of g^nophoac, 
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not to mention the seductive strains « 

-for in the season the Russians descend on Dubrovmi:, jull 

have only one desire: that Dubrovnik should go ahead as 

^’xS'r^c^^king of modem Dubrovnik is M Boio 
Banac, a Yugoslav shipping magnate, who is as weU 
in London as he is in his own country. Shrewd and jovial, M. 
Banac is a strong Anglophil who beUeves m progr«s. Hu 
hospitahty is unbounded, and n^y promment 
visitors have had their first view of the bcaua« of the Dal¬ 
matian coast from the windows of his villa at Cavtat. He is 
the last of a long line of succcssfiJ Dalmanan busmess mm. 
Indeed, such few milHonaircs as Yugoslavia has given to the 
world have been, I think without exception, Dalmatian^ In 
most cases their fortunes were made in foreign countnes. One 
Dalmatian millionaire was so foolish as to leave part ot ms 
wealth to his native village. The results were unfortunate, 
and on the theme of this form of charity some Yug^lav 
Mark Twain might write another “The Man That Cor¬ 
rupted Hadleyburg”. • j- j 

While I was in Dubrovnik, a Dalmatian milhonaire died 

in Buenos Aires. This was the well-known Miha Mihmovic, 
the founder of the first Argentine shipping fine. When he 
left his native village of Doh, Mihanovic was httle more than 
a boy. He was then completely ilHterate. 



for success m busmess, tiie not Diooa oi me oouui m 
veins. It boils when politics are discussed. My first task in 
Dubrovnik was to enlis t the services of a Dalmatian teacher, 
and with little difficulty I found a charming and cultured 
yoimg rnan with whom I revisited the whole countiy^sidc. 
With his aid and without it I had numerous conversations 
both with the citizens of Dubrovnik and \\ith the peasants 
in the neighbouring villages. I found them as radical as the 
young men of Zagreb and staunch adherents of Macek, the 
Croat leader. 
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xxadeed, the Dalmatians have always played a virile and a 
vigorous part in Croatian poUdcs, especially in the ^^t 
das^ of the war when Croatia w'as struggling to be free. 
Frano Supilo, who during the w’ar did more than any man to 
convert the leading aUied statesmen to the Yugoslav cau^, 
was the son of a Dubrovnik mason. Ante Trumbic, who 
signed in 1917 with Pjmc, the veteran Serbian statesman, the 
Wus Declaration of Corfii which proclaimed to the worid 
the unity of the three Yugoslav races, is a native of Spht. He 
Uves mostly in Zagreb, a^gende, erudite md disillusioned 
Croatian Seton Watson. Supilo, a man of dynamic torcc, 
who made a great impression on the British ^bmet, ied m 
London before he could see the tnumph of Im life s dr^m 
His death was an irreparable loss to the Yugodav cause Had 
he Uved, many of the differences which now divide Serbs and 

Croats would never have been allowed to arise. 

Anti-Serb grievances of the Dahnauans are Ae removal of 
the old archives of Dubrovnik to Belgrade and the P “ 

this ancient capital under the admimstranve control of Cet- 

were removed long ago by the Austnans. 

hen they were returned after the war, the Serbs I'P' 
m Belgrade. To the foreign visiror iese may s«m ^ P 

rl&tSinttheir doAes^f 

SemI?!^H -- S of It t 

Coast and Montenegro are cjf „f 

^habitants ^^^‘£,etf£ttourisr traffic, and new 

Budva, where Q»e«. Marie has a summer 
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residence, portend the creation of a series of hoUday seaside 
resorts not only for the foreigner, but also for the aty 

populations of Belgrade and Zagreb. • t- 

Perhaps the greatest transformation that I saw was in 1 rc- 
binie, a small tov.-n in Herzegovina, with old fortifications, a 
garrison, a modem tobacco factory, and a populanon that 
still numbers a large percentage ofMohammedaiis. The towm 
is surrounded by barren mountains and Hes in a plam watered 
by the mysterious Trebisnjica river, which ^er a 
course disappears suddenly under the ^ound to rusli forth 
again into the Ught some miles farther down the valley. The 
whole district looks wretchedly poor, but thanks to the sun 
the carefully-guarded soil yields more than one might exp^. 

Ten years had passed since my last visit to Trebinje. Then 
the Mohammedan women of all ages still wore trousers and 
were heavily veUed, and among the males there were many 
fine, old Mohammedan types, grave men who walked ^th 
dignity, and who between prayers spent the day in drinking 
coffee. In those days I had to use tact and diplomacy to gam 
admission to the mosque, and had, of course, to remove my 
shoes. Now all was changed. Only the old women still re¬ 
tained the Mohammedan trousers. I hardly saw a veil. The 
only sign of Islam about the men was the fez. The ready¬ 
made clothes-merchant had conquered the town. 

As I passed the chief mosque, a service was gomg on. I 
asked a young Mussulman if I could go in. Without a mo¬ 
ment’s hesitation he led me to the main door and opened it. 


I stood for a moment at the threshold watching tl 
figures. Then I turned away. The Mussulman s 
prised. 

“You can go in,” he said with a smile. *'All the 
Most of them take their cameras.” 


As I came dowm the last step, there was a furious ringing 
of bells, and I stepped back quickly. Some young Moham¬ 
medans were having a bicycle race round the mosque, and 
they rode like devils. Others were lustily kicking a football 
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in a neighbouring side-street. Here in the interior we were 
back in winter, and I went into a Mohammedan restaurant 
to drink a cup of hot coffee. I thought of Loti, who visited 
the place some fifty years ago. All that was left of the old 
T^latn in Trebinje was the curious smell which floated 

through fiom the Mohammedan kitchen. 

For a week I Uved in a dream-world which only failed to 
realise my fullest expectations because I tried to e^act too 
much fiom it. It was a spiritual dream-world in which 
material pleasures had no place. Resolutely I refused an in¬ 
vitation to spend an evening or a whole night m one of the 
low cafes in Gruz which tourists dehght to visit, and where, 
indeed, they see life with more honest song and wme than 
they find in the expensive establishments of great cities. Per¬ 
haps because I had the premonition that I should never return 
to Dubrovnik, I was in high content and unwilling to depart 
I was serendy happy in this environment of cypresses md 
cemeteries and of standing stone which told the story of five 

civilisations. i mi_ • 

But on the seventh day the weather changed- ^e sirocco 

blew with an icy blast; the skies fell in; and a half-sleet ram 
came down in torrents. Without the sun this country of bar¬ 
ren mountains, volcanic gulches and s^^terrmean nv^ is 
not merely gloomy; it is threatening and unfii^dly. Hu^ 
riedly I packed and booked my ste^er parage for ^e next 
morning. When I woke, I saw a white slush on the balcony 
of my room. For the first time in twenty years snow had 

fallen on the streets of Dubrovnik. 

Even in the sheltered harbour the wav« were da«^g 
against the quay and, as I looked at our sm^ steamer, I ^t 

being knocked about This vras not the farewell to the Coast 

British engines, stood up splendidly to Ae hea^ ^ Y 
the time we reached Hvar Nature performed yet another 
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miracle. Although we were going north, we had run out of 
the storm and the snow back into the warmth and the sun¬ 
shine. For the rest of the journey to SpUt the sea was as still 

as glass. , 

All day I had been engrossed in reading Ivan Cankar s 

story of The Man Jerttej. Cankar, the greatest Slovene wnter, 
has all the Slav sympathy with suffering humanity. The corn- 
mon man is fundamentally good; it is society which is 
wrong. The Man Jernej is the story of an old farm-hand. He 
has grown up with the farmer-proprietor, has tilled the 
fields, has even built with his own hands the house in which 
the family five. On the day of the farmer-proprietor’s 
funeral Jemej is thrown out by the farmer’s son because the 
farm-hand insists in his old age in taUang of* our farm and 
“our” fields. He beUeves in man’s law and man’s justice and 
sets out to seek it. He wanders through the country telling 
the story of his great wrong to anyone who will listen. He is 
mocked at by the children, robbed by a tramp companion, 
cursed by innkeepers, and told to be submissive and finally 
rebuked by a priest. Then in despair he goes to Vienna to see 
the Kaiser. Surely the head of the state will listen to him. But 
he is thrown into prison. In the end he comes back to the 
farm and sets fire to the house. He stands by, exiilting in his 
own act of justice. The enraged farmers set on him and, after 
beating him to death, throw him into the fire. 

Profoundly moved by this superbly-told story, I went on 
deck to enjoy the last hour of sunshine. The beauty of the 
scene held me completely. There was both peace and a great 
sympathy in my heart. In these surroimdings it was easy to 
visualise a world in which men would act with charity to¬ 
wards their neighbours and not like savage beasts. 

As we berthed at Split, the spell was broken. There on the 
quay was Rapp, our erudite and efficient Consul fi'om Zag¬ 
reb. He was on his way to Sulak. The Chinese crew of a 
British steamer had mutinied. They had discovered that the 
steamer was going to Japan in order to be sold there as scrap- 
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iron. The iron would be used to supply Japan with material 
for her war against China, and the Chinese crew would not 
be a party to the transaction. Rapp, who had to setde the de¬ 
pute, shouted to me to remain on board and to go on with 

him. But I shook my head. 

I had two hours in SpUt before catching my train to Zag¬ 
reb and to Belgrade. Before I returned home, I should have 
my fill of poUdcs and disputes. I want^ to spend these last 
hours on the Coast in peace. On strolling on to the front, I 
saw httle groups of people excitedly reading the local nev^ 
paper. I bought a copy. There had been a clash between me 
Croats and the police at §ibenik, a neighbourmg ^rt farmer 
along the coast. A Serbian Fascist called Ljonc had come mto 
this Macek stronghold and had tri^ to hold a Fascist mat¬ 
ing there. A hostile crowd had gathered and W refoed to 
disperse. When the poUce tried to use force, the mob threw 
stona. Then the pohee had fired. Two Croats had 
killed; several poUcemen had received head mjunes. 

It seemed an unnecessary provotation, and it W3S hard to sre 
whv a government, which controls most t^gs, had not tor- 
bidden the meeting. On the other hand, the crowd had not 
^aved well. ObSously, the fimdamental goodness of mm 
was not sufficient to make two brother races love each other 

ATl'wdSd back to the sution after a loneljr 
moon was shining over Diodeoan s Palace B^d, stretch¬ 
ing as for as the eve could see, the vast votac mountains, 
grey with the wi^om of countless aeons looked 

l"f mt? foUy. a.™ . .ook n,y 

farewell of the Dalmatian coast. 





CHAPTER FIVE 


I DO NOT know what Belgrade suggests to the mind of Ac 
average Englishman. I do know Aat some members ot the 
H^of Commons are hazy of its whereabouts, alAough. 
doubtless, many of Aem remember Ae occasion m Ae Bel¬ 
grade SkupAdna when a Serbian hot-head, irritated by the 
Structionist tactics of Ae Croats, picked off Ae front row 
of Ae Opposition wiA a revolver. Probably to Ae average 
Englishimn Ae city presents a picture of some Am g Aat he 
unirstanA as essentially Balkan, Aat is to say, of somahmg 
savage and untutoreA Of Ae new Belgrade he has almost 

certainly no conception. 

Yet its wonderfhl site on a steep hill overlookmg Ae con¬ 
fluence of Ae Danube and Ae Save has made Belgrade one 
of Ae great towns of history. It was a frontier outpost ol the 
Roman Empire, and for many years was garrisoned by a 
Roman legion, ^veral Romans including Septimus Severus 
were proclaimed Emperor Aere or at Ae neighbourmg 
Sirmium. Several Emperors, notably Aurehan, were natives 
of Ae district. The Emperor Claudius 11 died by Ae banks ot 
Ae Save, and Ae museums of Belgrade are full of Romm 
mon ume nts dug Up from under the city s streets. Through- 
out Ae centuries Ae town has been Ae centre of intermin¬ 
able wars, and its rivers have run wiA Ae blood of Byzan- 
tines and Hungarians, Turks and Serbs, and Serbs and 


Austro-Germans, _ i t> i 

When in 1717 Lady Mary Wortley Montagu visited Bel¬ 
grade, she described how on her way she passed fields strewn 
with the skulls and carcases of unburied men and horses. 
They were the marks of that bloody day when Prince Eugene 
won his victory over the Turks. W^hen I first went to Bel¬ 
grade after the Great War, I saw indeed no skulls. But there 
were other signs, including shell holes and shattered houses, 
of the havoc wrought to a city which during those four-and- 
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a-half years changed hands four times. The name Belgrade 
means “The White City”. Crimson would be more appro¬ 
priate to its history. In the past only a people of deathless 
courage could expect to hold diis key dty, and courage is still 
the outstanding virtue of the Serb. No man, be he king, poli¬ 
tician, or poet, can expect honour among Serbs unless he 
possesses the cardinal quality of guts. 

Modem Belgrade is a new city with well-paved streets 
and spacious buildings. Since the war it has grown out of 
all recognition, and its population, only 5,000 strong in 
1820, now exceeds 300,000, I should not like to live there 
permanently, for it is rather comfordess, but I confess that 
for a short visit I find it one of the most fas cin a t i n g cities in 


Europe. 

On rhk occasion the question of comfort did not worry 
me, for I was the guest of Sir Ronald Campbell, the British 
Minister. In Belgrade our Lection is Bridsh-built and 
Bridsh-fiimished, and once inside its gates I wras back in 
Bclgtave Square, I had made no programme for my 
Less rhan a year before, when I had lectured here for the 
British Council, I had had my fill of official entertainmmts. 
Now my programme was limited to a desire to see Prince 
Paul, M,' Stojadinovic, the Prime Minister, and Dr. Koroscc, 
the leader of the Slovenes. As such appointments always 
take some time to arrange, I had several days m w^hich to 


follow' my own inclinations. 

According to my usual practice I engaged at ouot a 

bian tutor, a young man who was only ^en ye^ old when 
the war started. He had never left Belgrade. He ^d seen 
street fighting. He had seen his native dty captured and r^ 
captured. Most of these war years he had spent m a cell^. 
hS experiences had not destroyed his seme of humour. In 
Zagreb «d in Dubrovnik I had had Croat ^^rs. To them 
iSd to say: “What is this in Croauan? Here m Bel^^ 

although to the foreigner the two langm^ are ideno^ 

“What Tthis in Serbian?” Every time that 1 
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forgot my cue, my young Serbian was vastly ami^d. 
Hnafly I solved ihc difficulty by drilling myself to ask: How 
do you say this in Yugoslav?” And Yugoslav, I feel, is the 
right word. I am devoted both to the Serbs and to the 
Croats, but everyone who wants to see a happy Yugoslavia 

must foster the Yugoslav idea. 

Out of a rather macabre curiosity I devoted my first m- 
cursion into the past to a visit to the former Austr^ Legation 
where on the eve of the Great War the Russian Minister 
Hartwig collapsed and died of heart failure while he was 
(}j5cu5siiig the ultimatum with the Austrian Minister. I was 
in Russia at the time and remember very vividly the excite¬ 
ment caused by the sensational announcement of Hartwig’s 
death. Naturally, in the first heat of the war fury, the Russian 
newspapers asserted positively that Hartwig had been 

poisoned. 

Although for several years I had lived for weeks at a 
stretch in Bel^ade and knew where the old Austrian Lega¬ 
tion was, I had some difficulty in finding my way, so greatly 
had the city grown. The Legation is now the Palace of the 
CathoHc Archbishop of Belgrade, and when I rang the bell 
and explained the nature of my visit the doorkeeper seemed 
fakpn aback. A young priest secretary came to my rescue. 
He was fiiendly and hdpfiiL I could not see the room in 
which Hartwig died, because the Archbishop was having his 
afternoon rest there. But, if I came the next morning at 
eleven, the Archbishop would be at mass and all would be 
weU. I came back to the minute and was shown by a plump 
and gentle nun into a moderate-sized room with high ceiling 
and two long windows on the first floor. The windows 
looked on to a side garden. It was a very peaceful room. It 
gave me no feeling that here had been enacted one of the 
great dramas of history. Yet, so the nun told me, there had 
been only one alteration in the room. A picture of the 
Madonna now hung in the place of the portrait of the 
Emperor Franz Josef. 
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Almost every day I spent an hour or two on the Kale- 
megdan, wliich to me, and, I expect, to aU Serbs is the glory 
of Belgrade. It is a kind of Kremlin on an Edinburgh Casde 
cliff. Its name means **batde ground and a batde ground it 
has been throughout the ages. It contains all the records, both 
written and monumental, of Serbian history. Architecturally 
it is a somewhat incongruous mixture of the new and the 
old. But the splendour of the site and the huge expanse of 
view are unrivalled. 

You enter the Kalemegdan by a park which is dominated 
by the massive Junoesque statue to France. The figure is 
semi-naked. On the pedestal is Mestrovic’s exhortation to 
his fcUow-countrymcn; * Let us love France as she loved us. 
1914-1918.” At the far end of the Kalemegdm, ov^looking 
the steep descent to the two rivers, is Mestrovic s superb 
statue of “The Conqueror”. The hero, symboUc of the 
Yugoslav triumph, b represented by a titamc warrior in 
bronze with a sword in his right hand and a falcon poised on 
the open palm of the left hand. The figure is naked. The first 
intention of the city fathers was to place The Conquaor 
on the Terasie in the busiest centre of the city. Bu^ althoi^ 
you may be surprised, there are prudes in the Balkans. The 
professors and schoolmasters protested. The stame, they 
said, would shock the young schoolgffls or perhaps turn 
their thoughts ftom their books. And so the statue was 
moved to the Kalemegdan. It w^ a happy move for no 
statue could have a better site. But the pruncn™ded have 
the last word. The sutue, they say, was transferred to &e 
Kalemegdan to enable “The Conqueror to pay a nightly 

\Tsit to the French Juno, „ 

A hundred yards or so to the right of The Conquercir 

is a smaU terrace. It is a secluded spot where one is gener^y 

Tspring Ac air 

a sunny wmter morning tnc stui waicxs & 
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with a silver sheen, in which are r^ected the spires of Zcmun. 
In the heat of the late sommer the sun goes down m a flame 
of red over a plain of golden com. Sunday is the best day tor 
a visit, for, during the week, steamers and barges ply busily 
on the river and aeroplanes from the huge airport at Zemun 
circle noisily over the plain. But on Sundays the steamm, 
black widi a white ring round their funnels, are tied up. The 
aeroplanes are sdent, and in the stillness the tiny islets of the 
Danube add a pale olive-green softness to the tranquilhty of 

the scene. 

It is a place for poets and for dictators, and more than one 
dictator has stood here. From this point the Emperor Dio¬ 
cletian watched his soldiers hurling the early Chmtians into 
die river below. But the spot has a more recent claim on his¬ 
tory. On the terrace is a marble seat. Its back has been scarred 
but Ae eye can still make out the proud eagle of Prussia. The 
was placed there by the ordtt of the German Kaiser to 
commemorate his visit to Belgrade in January, 1916. He 
rame here when his troops were in possession of the city, and 
fortune seemed to smile on the armed might of Germany. 
He stood on the terrace and liked die view, for his imperious 
sweep took in, not only as frir a scene as mortal eye can see, 
but also the richest granary in Europe. Then he turned to his 
generals and said: “All this is ours”. 

I wonder if the Kaiser, who knows his Byron, remem¬ 
bered the lines about the Persian king: 


“A king sat on the rocky brow 
Which looks o’er sea-bom Salamis; 

And ships by thousands, lay below. 

And men in nations;—^aU were his! 

He counted them at break of day— 

And when the sun set, where were they?” 

I expect not. We learn more from defeat than from victory, 
and in those days of apparent triumph the Kaiser had a con¬ 
temptuous opinion of die Serbs. Had he not once appended 
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to a despatch from his minister in Belgrade, warning the 
German Government that the Serbs wished to keep dieir 
dignity and their national sentiment, die fnnous marginal 
note: ‘‘They do not exist.” 

There are other incongruities in the Kalemcgdan, Along¬ 
side the ruins of an ancient tower you will find a wooden 
pavilion with an exhibition of modem art. And in the dried- 
up moat of the old fortifications you will look down on a 
couple of tennis-courts. They belong, of course, to the Anglo- 
Yugoslav Club, and the tennis-courts of the Kalemegdan must 
rank v."ith the golf-links under Cheops’ Pyramid and the nine- 
holed course across the Chinese cemetery in Singapore as the 
most curious example of the British passion for games. 

The most interesting building in the Kalemegdan is brand- 
new. It looks like a cheap seaside teashop. But the interior is 
heroic. It houses the Yugoslav War Museum which is unique 
in its macabre solemnity. Here, in pictures, in trophies, and in 
rehes is the stoiy^ of Serbia’s gallantry in the Great War. There 
arc grim paintings of that heroic retreat to Corfu when for 
the first tune in history a nation that had seemed crushed out 
of existence reformed its forces and came back to fight again 

wnth unquenched determination. 

There is no one who can visit this crudely simple temple 
without feeling an immense admiration for the Serbian 
people, without coming away wixh a renewed faith in ^ 
justice of the cause w'hich makes men fight against a foreign 
acJrressor. And in the museum are generous tributes from 
mmv nations. There is a Belgian room, a French room, a 
Ruinanian room, an ItaUan room, an American room, a 
Czechoslovak room; in a w'ord, a room for every nation 
which helped Serbia. I should have wTitten almost every na¬ 
tion. For there is no British room. I do not know^ why. I was 

ashamed to ask. , 

The museum is also a memorial to the late King ^cx- 

andcr. Here in glass cases arc set out all his person^ belong¬ 
ings: his numerous uniforms, his swords, and even his shoot- 
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ing suits, his F.nglish cap and his Austrian hat with its cha¬ 
mois-beard b ni-A- My first impressions were mawkish. I 
could not help remembering the glass case at Abbotsford 
with the last suit of clothes worn by Sir Walter Scott. In a 
cer t^iu golf-club in the United States I had seen a simi lar case 
widi the golfing-suit of the club’s first president. There I had 
nearly laughed. Here in Belgrade I felt imcomfbrtablc. 

It was on a Sunday that I paid my first visit to the museum, 
and it was crowded with workmen and peasants. They were 
solemn and reverent. If they felt any curiosity, they did not 
manifest it They were like pilgrims, and as I walked in the 
slow procession something of their reverence communicated 
itself to me. By the time we reached the last room the pace 
was fiinereaL Here on a large catafalque, surrounded by four 
huge candlesticks, the admiral’s uniform in which the late 
King met his death was laid out lengthwise in a glass coffin. It 
looked almost like a mummy. The uniform had not been 
cleaned. Tunic and trousers still bore the brown stains of 
dried blood. In cases on the walls were the exhibits of the 
Marseilles tragedy: the murderous pistols of the assassins, the 
cartridge cHps, and even the spent bullets. In the comers of 
the room Uttle tables with gl^ tops contained the Kin g’s 
effects taken from his pockets after his death: his handker¬ 
chief, his match-box and his white gloves. One glove had a 
ragged hole at the top of the first ^ger. It may have been 
cau^ by a bullet, but more likely, I think, he made the hole 
himself by biting his glove through in his death agony. 

Behind the catafalque, in a curtained annexe, stood the 
French motor-car in which the King was shot down "with 
M. Barthou on his way from the Mmseilles docks. Here the 
crowd did shovr an inevitable curiosity. Men surged forward 
to see the bloodstains on the drab seat-covers. Low murmurs 
broke the silence. They were murmurs of indignation. 

The motor-car, indeed, deserves all the scathing comments 
^nch the foreign journalists made on it at the rime of the 
murder. It is a shambles of a car, more like an ©Id taxi than a 
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car for a royal visitor, and its long running-board is almost 
an in\dtation to gangsters and assassins. There is only one new 
thing about it, and that is British. There is a new ^e on the 
spare wheel, and it bears the mark of Dunlop. It is the only 

British exhibit in the museum. 

When the car was first placed in the museum, it made a 
shattering effea on the population of Belgrade. So bitter was 
their indignation against France that the French Government 
asked diplomatically to have the car withdrawn. The request 

was refused. 

I went back to the museum several times and c^e away 
with the firm conviction that time will be on King Alex¬ 
ander’s side and that he will become a national hero, not only 
to the Serbs, for he is that already, but also to the odier Slav 
races of Yugoslavia. I have had the opportunity of discussing 
his charaaer with Serbs and Croats who are closely asso¬ 
ciated with him, and with Sir Nevile Henderson who was 
probably the late King’s closest friend. Their testmo^ a- 
grees on two important points. Whatever mistake ^ 
Alexander may have made—^and there is no Croat wo does 
not think that he was forced into making mistakes-he was a 
man of remarkable character and devouon to du^cy. He was a 
genuine Yugosbv. Above all, he was a mm of f^less com¬ 
age When he came to Zagreb, where the problem of his 
irsonal security must have caused some a^ety to the lo^ 
mthorities. he insisted on walking about freely among the 
people. In the end his courage hastened his de^. He r 
reiwd many warnings not to go to Marseilles. the eve 

S h?acpa.Le his se^t beggeJ hhn wt^the ste of 

fused. He was a soldier, and modem soldiers do not wear 
‘^°lSs°dS* on French soU has reacted i^vourably a^t 

posmon m o ^ _ ^in^oon m France, and 1 
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L r » tUot win be more than temporary. Hun- 
cannot beheve that it wiu oe mu jn France, 

^Of .Te na^an still loob «. Paris as iti 

“Sli^dting dsat I cavy rise Frenci in 

tiJ, ti didr Lc^n. ft is she most 

o^Ss its site opposite the entrance to the Kalemegdan and 
the long balcony terrace with its superb view. It was 
terrac^t Leila de Dampierre. the ^e of a former Frenti 

Minister in Belgrade, wrote most of h^ 

One which begins “Je vous &ris le soir egresses the spint 

of Belgrade so completely that I take the hberty of quotmg 
two verses: 

“Le vent feit onduler au loin, m terre slave. 

La moisson dont le pain fiit si longtemps amer; 
n ne se pouvait pas qu’elle restat esdave 
Cet tp plaine aussi vaste etlibre quela mer. 

Je pense it la douleur des milliers de m&es, 

Auxneiges que rougit le sang, tant de saisons; 
J’entends eacor les voix qui prodamaient: ‘chimeres! 
Ib poursuivait on revel’ Et le reve eut raison.” 

If the T^alpmpgdan has been embellished, it remains an old 
fiiaid, immediately recognisable and changed only in dress 
but not in heart. This cannot be said of the new dty which 
has sprung up during the last seven years. The charm of Zag¬ 
reb is in its old-world atmosphere. The new Belgrade is like 
an American dty of the Middle West. Its pulse beats widi the 
dynamic force of a foverish crearion. Cement dust and the 
smell of stucco choke your nostrils. Gone axe die old one- 
storeyed Turkish houses, and only one or two have been re¬ 
tained as historical memeutoes of an Oriental domination that 
is gone, let os hope, for ever. In my time Yugoslav Ministers 

lation, and the 


were housed where they could fin d a 


• Mjiiuiur* 
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Ministry of Finance had its headquarters in die villa of an 
American business-man. To-day, there is a whole quarter of 
new Ministries, each as spacious as our own War Office. There 
is a new Senate and a new Skupshtina. My old friend Mazur- 
anic was in Belgrade during my visit. I went to see him 
several times at the Senate. His presidential suite would make 
our Lord Chancellor envious. There is a magnificent new 
Patriarch's Palace, and new buildings like the House of the 
Combattants of the War would make the heart of a Kansas 
City burgher rejoice. 

As for the new Skupshtina, it has at last been finished. Be¬ 
gun years before, it had long stood as an empty shelL Lack of 
funds was the excuse given for its non-completion, but the 
superstitious Serbs had their o\^ti viei^-s. The site was ill- 
omened. The Turks had slain Saint Sava there. During the 
Turkish domination a mosque had defiled the spot. Everyone 
connected ydxh the new Parliament had experienced bad 
luck. King Alexander, the people said, had b^ influenced 
by these omens, and now the King had perished at the hands 

of Croat assassins. 

In one sense the superstitions have not been stilled. The 
new Parliament is grandiose. Its vast corridors unpress the 
delegations of peasants who come almost daily to see the 
Yugosbv ministers. The ministers themselves have splendid 
rooms. But the Parliament is only a scmi-Parliament sub¬ 
ordinate in most things to the scmi-dictatorship. 

As for the old Skupshtina, it has now been turned into a 
theatre. When I think of my visits to it twelve years ap 
and of the hours I spent in listening to interminable wrangles 
and fruidcss discussions, I feel that even then it was more ot 

a theatre than a Parliament. 

Modem Belgrade is a stupendous achievement, but its ne^ 
ness is a Uttle overwhelming. And the dust and ^ 
more than the principles of modem hygim^ have 
richer elements of the populanon out of the aty. ^ 
grade has moved south to the leafy slopes of Topadcr, ^o- 



LOCKHART 


107 


tt- 


tc 


<c- 


Sutnjak, Dedinje and even lofty Avala. Here new g«d^ 
are in process of rapid formation. ThCTe ^ P _ 

villL. One day I drove out with a friend to 

these villas. I could hardly recognise a district which I had 

once known well. 

Whose are all these new villas? I asked. 

Ministers’,” rephed my friend. 

You most have had a lot of Ministers smce I was here 
1 #► ** 

“We have, but you need be a Minister only three months 

in order to get a villa. j , 

I do not quote this rather candid comment m order to 
sneer at Balkan morals. Belgrade society is now passmg 
through the transition stage from peasantry to bourgeoisie, 
and £ process is always a difficult one. Ministers are poor y 
paid. The prestige of their country demands that they shomd 
represent it adequately. In order to meet their exp^«. they 
find ways and means which in older countnes would be con¬ 
sidered unorthodox. These methods are the grovrag pains ot 
a new country, and we should do well not to make thern the 
theme of a pharisaical homily. Since the war we seem to have 
made a habit of indulging our passion for moral mdignation 
at the fore^pers’ expense. This lecturing angers our enemies 
and irritates our fiiends. After all, while we rightly pride our¬ 
selves on the rigid honesty of our civil service, we Mve our 
own black spots. No one who has investigated the history of 
ribbon-development in the South of England since the war 
would hand a white lily to the representatives of our local 
government bodies. 

The Belgrade Court has also moved South, and the old 
Palace buildings which, with their gardens, occupy a domi¬ 
nating site in the centre'of the city are no longer inhabited by 
the Royal family , although Court balls and official receptions 
.1™ chll I10I/I tVipv now hoM.se the famous art collection 
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of Prince Paul who, I imagine, is happier widi his books and 
pictures than with despatch-boxes. The gallery has a special 
interest for the English visitor, for it contains a representative 
collection of modem English painting including pictures by 
John, Sickert, Tonks, Paul Na^, and Duncan Grant. 

In the same room is a striking pictinre of Prince Paul by 
Sorin, the famous Russian who has been for several years 
the leading portrait-painter of New YorL It is a half-length 
portrait, and the Prince is shown in profile in the white uni¬ 
form of a Serbian oflScer. The pallor of the dehcate face and 
the whiteness of the tunic contrast strangely with the dark 
eves and the black hair. It is the portrait of an ascetic aesdiete 
rather fVun of a soldier. In the big hall at the head of the 
stairs is a group of statues by Mestrovic, and fi-om the tall 
windows one can look down on the garden plot where stood 
the old Palace in which in 1903 King Alexander and Queen 
Draga were assassinated. 

The new Royal Palace is several miles outside the dty and 
stands in a splendid park on the hill of Dedinje seven hundred 
feet above sca-level. Like Herr Hider, the late King Alex¬ 
ander was keenly interested in architecture, and die new 
Palace is an imposing edifice, approached by marble steps 
and built in the old Serbian style. Close by is the new Palaa 
of Prince Paul, snow-white and pleasandy attractive in the 

classical simpheity'of its design. , n j 

The new Palaces afford a reposeful contrast to the “O™ 

smcco of Belgrade itself, but the most impomg ^ce of ^ 
Yugoslada and perhaps of all Europe is still fiirAei outside 
the^own. This is the Yugoslav temple to the Unknown 
Warrior” on Mount Avala. The mountain, twenty-five mil« 
distant fi-om Belgrade, stands sixteen hundred j^et above ^ 
sea. It was on a sunnv Februaty- afternoon that I paid “Y 
vdsit to the temple. It had only recendy been finished, and the 
place was deserted. Slowly I made my way up the lonp 
steep marble steps, and, as I climb^ the impression of ^ 
t2ry grandeur made me afraid of the sound of my own foot- 
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steps. The temple itself, severely simple in d^ign, is open at 

the sides and shelters the classic^ figmes of nine 
presenting the nine banovine or provinces into which Yugo- 
Savia is divided. And beneath this majestic mausoleum r^t 
the remains of the “Unknown Yugoslav Warrior . The 
temple is impressive, but it was the view which exalted me. 
For a radius of forty miles I could look unimpeded in every 
direction of the compass over a land of noble mountains, ter- 

tde valleys, broad-winding rivers and rich plains 

The temple is the work of Mestrovic, but Ae idea was 
King Alexander’s. It is true that, just ^ CuUoden h^ been 
desecrated by tea-shops and petrol-stations, so, too, the soli¬ 
tary grandeur of Avala has been profaned by the erection or 
a modem hotel a Utde farther down the mountain. Thh not¬ 
withstanding, the conception of the cenotaph is magnificent, 
and it has given to Yugoslavia the national shrine most ap¬ 
propriate to a race that has fought its battles in the moun- 

tains and that loves, and hves by, the soil. 

On my way back to Belgrade I passed two battahons of 

Yugoslav soldiers marching out to the manoeuvre groimd. 
Their uniforms were roi^h and badly cut, but the men 
themselves looked splendidly fit and virile. Many writers 
have descanted upon the fighting quahties of the Yugoslavs. 
Doubdess, their long struggle for independence has bred in 
them a mili tary tradition. But if they are a race of warriors, 
it is a mistake to call them warlike. To-day, they remember 
the war—and Avala itself is a reminder—but they have not 
forgotten its horrors. They are, at heart, a kindly, hospitable 
people who want only to jive at peace, and to be left in peace 
by their neighbours. They will defend their country to the 
last man But their own ambition is to develop their rich 
resources and to make good the long years of lost progress 
when they were under the heel of Austrian and Turkish 
domination. Like Britain, Yugoslavia has all the territory she 
wants and has much less to hope than to fear ftom the 
hazards of war. 



CHAPTER SIX 


tF THE EXTERNAL appearance of Belgrade has changed, so has 
the life of its inhabitants. When I first came here a year or two 
after the war, society was organised on a primitive basis. Cer¬ 
tainly, there was the Court and the diplomatic circle. But 
Royal family and diplomatists hved a life apart, and the 
average Serb knew them not. The standard of Hving was low 
and the shops ss'ere small and full ofshoddy. A modemapart- 
ment was an almost unknown luxury and most of the hotels 
were bug-ridden. The dty looked like an overgrown village. 
The sartorial effea of the streets was more in keeping with a 
provincial township than with a capital Even Ministers paid 
httle attention to their personal appearance, and at official 
functions grotesque anomahes of dress were not uncommon. 
Except at the Royal Palace unpunctuaHty was the rule rather 


than the exception. 

Above aU, Belgrade was a man s town. The more ptwper- 
ous Belgrade man breakfasted off “shvovica , combm^ 
business with poHdes, lunched and dined at his ffivounte 
hotel-restaurant, drank his coffee in one of the small cates, 
and in the evening went to the Jockey Club to play poker or 
to one of the three low Nachtlohal On Sundays he set oft 
s^dth his male friends on a frdl day’s shooting expediuon. The 

Serbian woman’s place was in the home. 

The Belgrade of those da>-s had touched, but only just 
touched, the fringes of the West. There was a culturJ and 
hterars' life, but it was confined to the umversity professoB 
and^a small group of inteUectuals. It was poor both m 
Zd in quahts',^d it hardly obtruded itself on the everyday 

^Th^^lLrSfL years have transfomied 

broad well-paved streets are now lined 

if not yet equal to those of Bond Strat or Rfffi Avenue 

make qmte a brave showing and cater adequately for most of 


no 
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the needs of a ^eat city. There is even a Bdgrade equivalent 

to Woolworth’s. c 

The best shops are now the women s shops, tor 

grade woman has come into her own. She dresses weU, keeps 
pace with the latest fashions, and is both vivaaous and attrac- 
Le. She is a high-brow, and can dis<^ art and hterature 
with more knowledge and assurance than the average Lon¬ 
don or New York society woman. She goes to the opera and 
to the ballet and to excellent concerts. She dmes out, plays 
bridge, and dances in hotels. Dancing, in fact, has conquered 
all Belgrade from the twenty-stone Prime Minister down¬ 
wards, and pubUc balls, organised for (^ty, have become 
almost a public nuisance. One of the old Naditlokalsh^ been 
replaced by a first-dass modem cinema haU, and, if the low 
haunts have not disappeared, there is a new form ot mght 
entertainment, with, of course, the inevitable Rician gipsy 
choir, to which the Belgrade bourgeois can take his wife. 

The progressive emancipation of the Belgrade woman 
had the effect of smartening the men, and solecisms m inale 
atdre are no longer tolerated. At a recent reception to a dis¬ 
tinguished foreign diplomatist a newly-appointed Y^oskv 
Minister, who did not know his Belgrade, appeared in nm 
evening dress supplemented by a pair of white spats. Doubt¬ 
less, he had heard some American refer to the diplomatic 
corps as the “white-spat brigade” and had adopted his attire 
to suit the occasion. He was told diplomatically by an emis¬ 
sary from the Prime Minister to remove either himself or the 

offending articles. 

Side by side with this sartorial and social progress there is a 
flourishing cultural movement, and Yugoslav literature, and 
especially Yugoslav art and music, are rapidly mak i n g a name 
for themselves. Bookshops abound, but their foreign wares 
are mainly French, Russian and German. British books are, 
unfortunately, rarely seen. 

For signs of British culture in Belgrade one must look to 
odier spheres and, first and foremost, to the new golf coursCj 
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opened by Prince Patil with a slice to point and now fre¬ 
quented not only by the foreign diplomatists, bnt also by the 
bourgeois elite. Great Britain may also claim with legitimate 
pride some credit for Yugoslavia’s remarkable advance in 
other fields of sport. Even twelve years ago sport in Belgrade 
was in its infanc)’. Football, indeed, had b^ played for some 
years. But the standard was low, and as late as 1926 1 remem^ 
ber watching the youth of Belgrade being initiated into the 
m\-steries of hockey by those two stalwart British diplo¬ 
matists, Sir Howard Kennard and Mr. George Ogflyie 
Forbes. For his splendid services in Madrid during the civil 
war George Ogilshe Forbes has since been knighted by his 
Government, f feel that the Yugosbv Government should 
have given to Sir Howard Kennard the Grand Cross of the 

Order ofthe Red Tiger. - • 

To-dav, Yugoslavia’s ardour on the field of play is a joy 
to watch. Has she not v.-ithin the last year whacked die 
British Da\TS Cup team at tennis and defeated an Eng^ 
First League side at football? She has. But does Ae realise 
that these victories really date from those cady days when 
d'e British Minister, then in his forty-fifth year, used to 
cLirgc doss-n the field, vs-ith stick, arms and leg^ fomung a 
human Catherine wheel, exhorting his Serbim followers to 
one last desperate effort, and instiUmg in them the spirit 
which never o'wns defeat until the last whisde bl(^, and 
even after it has stopped? Sir Howard was a great fi™ m 
the Belgrade of those dap, working his scales as hard « 
he worked himself, and making the whole Legaaon staff 


I found a great change in the at^de and bcha^ 

ofthe Serbian officers. During the inmediate 
officers, ex«pt th^ery youngest, ^ 

Thev had been brought up m a hard school 
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Nowadays, if you have won their confidence, senior offi^R 

of afteriier pranks in the mess when the hghts were pu 
out and, in order to practise courage the officers drew fficu 
revolved and fired at each other in the dark. As cadets both 
Prince Paul and the late King Alexander are s^d to 
been put through this form of “couragc-bloodmg . 
tainly in the victory years some of the pyer spints were in¬ 
clined to indulge in these practices m the early hours ot the 

morning in some Nachtlokal. 

These days have gone for ever. The army h^ been re¬ 
formed and remodelled, and the Serbian officer of 1938 is so 
poorly paid and so hard-worked that he has Htde amc or 
opportunity for the vrilder forms of amusement. He IooIr 
very smart in his flovring, well-cut overcoat. He is dignified, 
reserved, and, above alX serious, and even the most rabid 
Croats will tell you that his behaviour is exemplary. Ad¬ 
mittedly, some of the generals play a part in poUtics, but ffie 
average officer talks htde except his own shop. He is, first 
and foremost, a soldier and, if he has his pohric^ preference, 
he keeps them to himself. As his first preoccupation is the 
strength and efficiency of the Yugoslav army, he probably 
understands the necessity of placating the Croats better than 
most of his countrymen. As a soldier he has a certain repect 
for die mihtary quahrie of the Germans, a repect which the 
Na2ds strive their utmost to cement into a fiiendship. 

Not long ago a Serbian Colonel of the General Staff had to 
go to Berlin on official business. He was received by General 
Goering. In the room was a large portrait of Germany’s Air 
Chief. The only order on his huge uniformed breast was the 
Serbian Order of the White Eagle! 

The Serbian officer, and I write Serbian purposely because 
he is the controlling force of the Yugoslav Army, is pleased 
by such compliments, but he is not taken in by flattery. He is 
a fine type of man, strong, courageous but unaggressive, and 
imbued with a hieh sense of duty towards his brother officers, 
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his men and his fellow-dtizais. He is, too, a good femily 
man, and on Simda^^ I was surprised to see the number of 
Serbian officers walking soberly with their wives and 
dren on the Kalemegdan. Incidentally, the sons of an officer 
introduced me to a new Belgrade fbhion. They wore 
knickerbockers which reached to the ankles. In the cold 
^-inter it is a sensible fashion. Long trousers catch the snow 
or the slush. Long knickerbockers keep the lower part of the 

^*"0^ whole, although he is a go^ trencheman and 
likes strong drink, the average Serb « soberWed and seh- 
rehant. He has no inferiority-complex th^* Probably 
rightly, that no foreigner understan^ the BalW. 
confidence makes him tolerant, and during the last fifteen 
years I have heard only one Serb sp^ m real anger ag^t 
ihe Croats, and the Serbs have not lacked provocation. The 
speaker was a woman, and she did not spare Imd words. 

^ If Belgrade has become mundane, it has 

have^ produced. There has alwa>'s been a sturdy demoCTa^ 

to we should all democratic. 

Station of le new Yugodav kingdom ^ 

Z;- 'of rhem 

wS'^iiatrof^'T Italics who had so i^-antonly seiz^ 
Kum e -d w ho boasted so openly of their mention to make 

p's,, s im 

t an unseemly wrangh 
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for the poUtical succession. Govenment succ^^d Govern 

came more marked. The spate of oratory swelled m o a 
rent, and the scenes in the Skupshtina became so violent that 
in 1928 pistols took the place of words A new country, 
which had Httle experience of ruling itself, had tned an ex¬ 
periment in Western democracy, and the experunent had 
Sled. In 1929 King Alexander suspended ^e Comtttution 
and appointed a dictator. Two years later he proclaimed a 
new Constitution which divided the coimtty mto nme pr^ 
Vinces. In an attempt to cut across racial divisions the old ade 
of Kingdom of the Serbs, Croats and Slovmes was abolished, 
and the name of Yugoslavia was given ofl&cially to the country. 

The dictatorship had many enemies, and m I 934 Kmg 
Alexander was assassinated. As his son and heir. King Peter, 
was a minor, a Regency was appointed with Prince Paul as 


the chief Regent. r 1. j- u- 

Prince Pad relaxed some of the rigoun of the dictatorship, 

and in 1936 Dr. Milan Stojadinovic, the new strong man of 
Yugoslavia, became Prime Minister. A member of the old 
Serbian Radical Party, he has been doing his best to fdnn 2 
new Yugoslav Radical Party called for short the Yereze . 
His regime, which depends for its support on a coahtion of 
his own followers, the Slovenes, and the Bosnian Moham¬ 
medans, is nominally parliamentarian, but Parliament is boy¬ 
cotted by the Croat deputies. The regime may be fairly 
called a very limited form of parliamentary government 
occupying a halfway position between Fascism and demo¬ 


cracy. 

hi foreign pohtics M. Stojadinovic has made an important 
volte-face. Not wishing to see his country involved in a clash 
between two rival groups of Great Powers, he has ceased to 
rdy entirely on the old friendships with France, Britain and 
the Litde !^tente, and has instituted die so-called “politique 
de bon voisinage”. He has made the pilgrimage to Berlin 
and to Rome. He has made his peace with Germany and 
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Italy. This does not imply that he intends to ahenate France 
or Britain or even the Little Entente. It merely means that he 
desires to make the best of both worlds. He is an old poker 
player. He is now playing poker poHtics with sufficient suc¬ 
cess to be courted by many Powers and to be envied and 

imitated by his Balkan neighbours. 

It would be foolish to assert that the new regime is popular 
in Belgrade, let alone Croatia. It has many opponents. There 
is the so-called democratic Opposition. Above all, the stu¬ 
dents of Belgrade are radically opposed to the dictator coun¬ 
tries, and are therefore pro-French and pro-Czech in sym- 
patliy. When Dr. Benes and M. Delbos visited Belgrade in 
193 7 i both received tumultuous ovations in the streets. I have 
met,’too, Serbian generals, who, if they did not condemn ffie 
pohcy of good neighbourliness, were very suspiaous of the 
goodness of some of their neighbours. Alter all, Yi^oslavia 
fears only two countries, and they are, of coune, Italy and 


%or h the new Yugoslav Radical Party, the Yerezc, very 
popular, although I should not say that it has failed com¬ 
pletely. But, according to Balkan practice, considerable ^ttsr 
sure is put on dvil servants to join it, and there are therefore 

ffi’'£lgr^d?The«d this one: The three leaden of the 
regime, Stojadinovi<f, Korok^ and Spaho were on then way 
to Skoplje in order to hold a propaganda ^ 

driver and asb what is wrong. The engmtMlnver tells him 

that there is a cow on the line ^d that it 

Stoiadinovid heaves himself from ^ seat. IU deal witn 

this,” he says to his coUeagues. He wa^s up - 

“Old girl, I’m the bigg^t man m this country. Hop it or 

wili.be tlic worse for yom” ^ 


intervene. 



BRUCE LOCKHART n? 

“I am the leader of the CathoUcs,” says the Slovene leader 
humbly. “In the name of the Almighty I request you to re¬ 
move yourself to safety. 

The covy pays no attention, and in despair the two big 

poHdeians turn to Spaho, the leader of the Utde party. 

“You try,” they say in unison. Spaho shrugs his shoulders, 
creeps up to the cow on tiptoe, bends down and whispers 
something in its ear. 

The cow throws up its tail and bolts from the line like a 
starded rabbit. 

The pohticians go back to their saloon car. For several 
mitinff^ Stojadinovic sits in puzzled silence. Then he ad- 

I 

he says, “what did you say to the cow to make 

it shift?” 

“Oh, t^bat was easy,” repUcs the Mohanunedan leader. “I 
just whispered: ‘If you don’t get out of here at once, Stojadi¬ 
novic will make you join the Yereze.’ ” 

In spite of these adverse criticisms the regime works, and 
is, I think, not nearly so unpopular as the professional pohti¬ 
cians assert. Many Serbs are flattered by the increased import¬ 
ance which their country has acquired through the new 
foreign poHcy. They regard it as a pohey dictated by com- 
monsense and by the necessities of the country’s geographical 
situation. Trade has benefited gready from the new agree¬ 
ments with Italy and Germany, and in 1937 these two coun¬ 
tries were Yugoslavia’s best customers. Money talks, and in 
a new country, which has made remarkable material pro¬ 
gress, the get-rich-quick spirit is strong. The Serbs are real¬ 
ists both in pohtics and business. Many of them feel that the 
country has had an overdose of pohtics, and there is, I think , 
htde doubt that the old poHtic^ parties have lost much of 
their prestige. 

In a lesser degree some of these feelings are shared by pro- 
minait Croat business men, although, of course, not by the 
pohticians, who represent the vast majority of the Croat 


dresses Spaho 
“TeU me.” 
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people. Personally I feel that what Yug^via needs most is 
a few years of efiEdent and honest administration and some 
relaxation from the incessant political wrangling. More hours 
of work have been lost in Yugoslavia through pohdcal gos¬ 
siping in government oflSces, business-houses, cafes, umver- 
sities, fields and factories than in all the strikes in the world 
in a quarter of a century. 

The man most likely to provide the requisite period of 
peace is M. Stojadinovic. Nddier by tradition nor inclina¬ 
tion is he a Fascist, nor is he likely to be driven into the totali¬ 
tarian camp. , 1 r 1. L 

Of all the Yugoslav politicians he has by far the best 

understanding of the compUcated problems of modem fin¬ 
ance and industry. In this connection the highest compliment 
that I heard paid to him was a remark made to me by apo^ 
poUtidan, who had been fiolminating against the Serbs. At 

last I interrupted him. , . i i tc 

“After all,” I said, “you have to work wth therm If you 

became Prime Minister, would you discard men like Stojadi- 
novic? 

He scratched his head. 

“No,” he admitted grudingly. ‘Td keep him as Minister 

offinance, ,, , • ^ 

The new orientation in fordgn pohey has m varying 

degrees affected the Serbian attitude toward Frmm ^d 
Sy becu» of tho spomde of int^ ^ 

her ftliuent ehanger of govenmmt 



LOCKHART 


119 


finds it W to make anything of Bntish public opimon 
which in relation to foreign affairs seeins to speak with a 
thousand different voices. He hears these different voic« even 
in the AngHcan Church. He reads in his ne%^'spaper the o^ 
inion of an AngHcan Dean that General Franco is a gende 
knight-errant fighting the batde of Chnsuamty. On the 
same page he finds another AngHcan Dean e^oMg the 
Spanish Government as the administration which Ch^t 
would have approved As he is severely realist m Im judg- 
meats, he concludes that Britain is a country divided ag^t 
itself. He is inclined to think that, like the Romam of the 
Empire period, we have enjoyed too long, and therefore 
abused, the advantages of luxury and wealth. He i^y be a 
Htde envious of the wealth, but he is not impressed by the 

display of luxury. 

He compares the rich young English tourist, whom he sees 
sprawling on the beaches of Dalmatia, with visitors from 
other countries and draws his own conclusions. The fint 
question that he puts to a British friend concerns our virihty 
as a race and the quahty of our man-power in the event of 


war. 

After all, viriUty is his own strong suit. He has not been a 
bourgeois very long. Belgrade—and grass was growing in 
its streets as recendy as 1889—may have become a modem 
dty, but even to-day you have only to turn aside from the 
main thoroughfares in order to meet the famous pigs that 
caused the Great War and kids who are descendants of the 
goat that guided the Crusaders on their way to Jerusalem. 
The spectacle is a reminder that the Serbs are a peasant race 
and dmw their manh ood from the soiL 

The Serb has another grievance where Britain is con¬ 
cerned. He resents the fact that his country rarely, if ever, 
figures in the British newspapers, except in connection with 
some scandal or unsavoury sensation. He complains that, 
while the scandals are nearly always exaggerated, no men¬ 
tion is ever made of the amazingly rapid progress that has 
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been achieved in almost every walk of life. Even the genial 
Pepic, the Serbian secretary of our Belgrade Legation, is a 
htde put out when he reads in an English book that Serbian 
peasants amuse their children by filling a sack with live firogs 
and then tving it to the wheel of their cart. Nor has he for¬ 
gotten his first day in London when his landlady asked him 
if matches were now in general use in Yugoslavia. I should 
add here that, according to a Serbian superstition, if you kill 
a fi:og your mother dies. 

Although he rarely shows his resentment, the Serb dislikes 
the British habit of lecturing and of finding fault with every 
instimtion and ever)' form of government that does not con¬ 
form with British standards. This dislik e has been streng¬ 
thened rather than diminished by the few British politicians 
who have visited his country. Himself a Slav, knowing Ri^ 
Sian and the Russian mentaUty, he may listen poH^y wMe 
a British duchess tells him that he has no need to fear eitha 
Russia or Communism. She has studied the qu«tion ^d she 
know^. But when she leaves the lecture-room, he will either 

curse or laugh incontinendy. 

Although our prestige has not fallen so 
French, I am a&aid that we have lost ground m Belgratk. The 
loss, I think, comes mainly from the new interest wbch the 
British pubhc now feels qualified to take m 

received a powerfril stimulus from the ideal of the League of 

Nations, s 5 uch, alone among the -dons, Bnt^^^ 
with the fervour of a rehgious movemrat. It has ^n 

fctnta L spread by che !adbo and by Press «.nl n. 

M^eilc Dbeon defines the chief vtas of the 

dons o°f hfe, to respect hke the aeelts^ra^“;^“ 

Swe rhtnan Sore. By way of contrast, he quotes the 
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aphorism of the Greek sage: “It is a disease of the soul to be 

in love with impossible things.” tt' i J 

To judge by the pubhc voice or voices of ^gland, tms 
moderation seems to be no longer a charactemtic virtue ot 
the English people. In relation to foreign affairs we have 
allowed our desires to outrun the abiHty of our performana. 
In our striving after the impossible, we have bwn violently 
partisan, taking sides in European quarrels of which we^ve 
only the vaguest understa n di n g. We sought to establish the 
millenium through the League of Nations. It was an honour¬ 
able endeavour, even if our conception of the League was an 
English conception. We forgot that a schoobiaster cannot 
put all the boys of his school into one form and expect a 
uniform standard of excellence. We set an example in dis¬ 
armament, hoping that the rest of the world, including the 
defeated and despoiled nations, would follow our exarr^le. 
Then, being disarmed and almost helpless, we took refuge 
in formulae like “collective security”. There were moments 
when our enth usiasm for collective security bordered on col¬ 


lective hysteria. 

Another formula was the platitude that “better knowledge 
of peoples makes for better understanding”. I do not deny 
its truth, which I hope will one day be universal But the 
knowledge is obviously slow in coming. You have only to 
go round the map of Europe in order to realise that the 
greatest emnities are those between next-door neighbours 
who, presumably, know each other better than, say, the 
Papuans know the Hottentots. In our passionate idealism we 
were likp a man walking in a wood with his eyes on the trees 
and breaking his ankl e on the roots. 

Admittedly, democracies are hampered in their conduct of 
foreign affairs by the contradictions and inconsistencies of 
party pohtics, and in recent years British foreign pohey has 
suffer^ from these defects. I shall give only two instances. 
In the summer of 1938 British ships, doing a profttablc and 
risky trade with Repubhean Spain, were being bombed hy 
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aeroplanes operating on behalf of Gaieral Franco. And in 
Parliament we saw at once the curious spectacle of Labour 
pohticians jumping up and with jingo fervour taunting Mr. 
Chamberlain with his cowardly failure to protect the Hves of 
British seamen. Is there any honest member of Parliament 
w ho will deny that, if the picture had been reversed and a 
Spanish Government, holchng supremacy in the air, had 
bombed British ships bringing supphes to General Franco, 
w'e should have heard indicant Tories clamouring for the 
punishment of the bombers and Labour taking the same 
line as Mr. Chamberlain? 

The second example was afforded to me on my return to 
London in April, 1938 .1 arrived on the day when the result 
of the West Fulham by-election w^as declared. In her speech 
the \iaorious Labour lady candidate ascribed her success as a 
triumph for the League of Nations and for collective security. 
At that very moment the three Prime Ministers of Norway, 
Sweden and Denmark were putting their signatures to a re¬ 
solution pledging their governments not to commit them¬ 
selves in any circumstances to one or other of the groups of 
Great Powers in Europe, and on no account to allow them¬ 
selves to take sides in a possible Europe^ conflict. 

In course of time our new interest in foreign afiairs will 
produce, I hope, profitable results. But for the moment I^ 
not help feeling that it has been accompanied by a lack of ex¬ 
pert knowledge of which the majority of the country seems 
to be supremely unconscious. In the post-war Britain it u a 
fact that the average man will hesitate to express his opuuon 
on scientific or technical problems. He will say wath modesty 
that he does not understand these matters. He do« not ob¬ 
serve the same reticence about foreign afiairs, and wiU lay 
down the law about half-a-dozen countries of whose sp^ 
problems and even of whose whereabouts he has perhaps 

only the haziest idea, . • r of 

In its callowr stage this new national mterest m foreign - 
fairs presents obvious dangers. Indeed, there is much truth m 
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Mr. St. Tohn Ervine’s statement that the world is not a 
pleasant place just now, “because a lot of high-i^ded and 
fincere people have been let loose on it lately, ^th ^e result 
that it is in an appalling mess.” Idealism is a splendid thmg, a 
goal that we must keep always before our eyes. It is, how¬ 
ever, abstract, and in foreign affairs it represents the long 
view. But the handling of the day-to-day problems on which 
the immediate peace of the world depends demands a long 
training and first-hand experience. It is a technical job Ime 
any other, and, although I hold no special brief for diplo¬ 
matists, I beUeve that they are better qualified to perform the 
job that they have spent a lifetime in learning than others 
whose knowledge is derived fi-om boob and firom the daily 

newspapers. 

Since the war the British diplomatic service has been sub¬ 
jected to severe criticism by our new self-styled experts on 
foreign affairs, and even in British periodicals of high stand¬ 
ing I have read statements to the effect that our foreign cor¬ 
respondents represent the people of Britain much more ade¬ 
quately than our diplomatists, and that the United States is 
much better informed than Britain about European affairs 
because its Press is represented in Europe by a brilhant band 
of specialists. 

These statements represent a curious confusion of thought. 
There are three forces which operate in the field of foreign 
affairs: the diplomatists who, controlled, of course, by the 
Secretary of State, are charged with the conduct and secrets 
of poHcy; the histo rians and academic experts who make 
special studies of certain countries and certain aspects of 
foreign pohey, and the journalists who report the daily 
events abroai All three help to mould pubhc opinion, but 
in a democratic coimtry the influence of the journalist is 
probably the greatest because his reportage is the source 
fi^om which the man in the street moulds his opinion 

The academic expert performs a useful service so long as 
he confines his activity to academic studies. When he des- 
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cends into the arena of day-to-day events he is more danger¬ 
ous. He has no responsibihty except to himself. His own 
special field is generally a limited one. He is inclined to con¬ 
sider it aU-important, to be dogmatic, and to show irritation 
w’hen his recommendations are not immediately put into 
force. 

As betVN'een the journalist and the diplomatist the scales of 
knowledge are heavily weighted on the diplomatic side. No 
journalist, least of all the modem special correspondent who 
rushes from capital to capital, as the crisis of the moment calls 
Iii'm, can expect to acquire the expert knowledge of the best 
diplomatists. Foreign governments very often do not wish 
him to know' too mudi. At the best they desire him to sute 
their case. The journalist plays a lone hand. The diplomatist 
has a powerful organisation to help him. It is a mistake to be- 
heve that diplomatists lead a secluded and sheltered life fk 
removed ftom reaHties. They may move in a narrow circle. 

But their sources of information go deep. 

There is another difference, and it is an important one. The 

diplomatist’s task is to observe, collect information, wdgh 
evidence, and report. He is taught, and righdy so, to shun 
enthusiasms and to put the fine comb of discretion throi^h 
his pubhe utterances. No good diplomatist ever m^es pubhc 
more than ten per cent, of his knowledge. The good 
ioumahst has to supplement a ten per cmt. fomdauon ot 

knowledge witli inteUigent deduction. This is what is ^ed 

“flair”. It is the most important of aU joumahsuc qualities, 
and the sjezt American news agencies and spcaal corres¬ 
pondents possess it in a very high de^ee. But the ^n^ 

Lpert knowledge. “Flair” makes occasional or many mistakes 
ISrding to ttbility of the jownalist, «nd it u foitunaB 
fa Wm L hi, mittake, ate ,o soon boned m the colontns of 

'has dte added advanuge of a s^ot 
linguistic’^bility, although too ptohcient a knowledge of 
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languages is sometimes a pit&U. The 
SKSihave ever met is Mr. John D. Pmee, the 

Lerican Minister in Belgrade. He could ^ to n^ 

every one of his foreign colleagues m the \ 

SS, he once tackled the Albanian Minister m Tmkish 
at a larse reception. The effect was not qmte what he in¬ 
tended. After the conversation the Albani^came to the 
British Minister and said in halting English: “'^t a strange, 
what a silly, are these Americans. They have a Turk for then 

Minister to Yugoslavia.” 

On the other hand the diplomatist labours under one 
severe handicap: the growing tendency of cabmet numsters 
to run their own diplomacy and to eliminate the man on 
the spot. For the professional diplomatist it is an unpleasant 
tendency, for, when things go wTong, he is certam to be 
blamed. In diplomacy, as in marriage, the absent are dways 
ssTong. He has, therefore, to move warily. But whai he 
really knows his job. there is no one who can replace him in 

his own particular field. 

Fortunately, in recent years British dinlomacy has been 
strongly represented in Belgrade. Sir Nevile Hendersc 
ambassador in Berlin, was the late King Alexander’s i 
timate fiiend, and in tiiat capaaty' enjoyed a privileged ^si- 
tion. Sir Ronald Campbell, the present Minister, is the rising 
star of British diplomacy and, given health and an average 
run of luck, is obviously destined to go to the top of his pro¬ 
fession. Shrewd, intelhgent, tactful, yet firm, he has all the 
quahties of the best professional diplomatist, and is the out¬ 
standing perso nali ty of the Belgrade diplomatic corps. He 
possesses the confidence of Prince PauL He has won the re¬ 
spect of so astute a judge of men as M. Stojadinovic, and his 
influence has done mudi to correct any Serbian tendencies 

to regard Britain as a spent force. 

In 1914 we were poorly represented in the Balkans. In 
1938 our representation was the best of any country. The 


now 
ost in- 
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average Serb knows this and is sufficiently vain to feel flat¬ 
tered by the fact that we have sent one of our best men to 
Belgrade. His attitude towards Britain may be best described 
as one of “wait and scc \ If his confidence in Britain’s 
strength has been slightly shaken by the vanities and volu¬ 
bilities of certain sections of British pubUc opinion, he does 
recognise that the British are the most incalculable people in 
the world. Nor does he forget that more than one country, 
which has made the mistake of underestimating Britain’s 
latent force, has paid dearly for the error. He is realist enough 
to avoid falling into the same fault. He remembers 1914. The 
same realism makes him suspicious of all poHtical ideologies, 
more especially as the elements of ideological warfare are 
present in his oven country. He dislikes being patronised and 
resents being told either by Fascists or democrats that he 
must do this and that or perish. He has a very good conceit 
ofhimself. 

On the other hand, he admires the British conception of 
life and would like to imitate it, although he thinks —pro¬ 
bably rightly—that his own road towards this goal must be 
a long one. With ambitious neighbours on his fionriers, he 
understands better than most people the truth of die old 
Greek sa)ting: “Right, as the world goes, is only in question 
benveen equals in power, w^hile the strong do what they can 
and the weak suffer what they must.” He has made himself 

as strong as he can. He wants Britain to be strong. 

Mr. Winston Churchill’s plan for the salvation of Europe 
is a combination of ten states pledged to resist aggression. As 
far as Yugosla\aa is concerned, there is only one way to 
realise this combination. Create a Britain strong enough to 
make her word respected by the most powerfiil aggressor, 
and you will have Yugoslavia among the ten states. 



CHAPTER SEVEN 

I WAS THOROUGHLY happy in Belgrade. I 

hope, henefitted from my talks widi Sir Ronald Campbell 
who takes aU things including golf with impr^sive senous- 
ness He was brought up in the old school of diplomacy, 
for his father was an Under-Secretary in the Foreign 

Office. , , . , 

Soon after Sir Ronald entered the service, he went mto 

his Other’s room. During the course of their conversation, 

the young diplomatist referred to Sir Edward Grey as 

Ed-wardGrey. i i. 

He was at once pulled up by his father. Do you know the 

Foreign Secretary on these terms?” 

No. . „ 

“Then in future please give him his proper tide. 

Sir Ronald has not forgotten. There is nothing flippant 
about him, and his attitude afibrds a strikmg and, I think, a 
pleasant contrast with that of the new school. 

When Mr. Eden was Foreign Secretary, even the newly- 
joined fledglings never referred to him in any other terms 
except Anthony. It was, too, a very young Foreign Office 
derk, I think, who coined the cruel and quite untrue aphor¬ 
ism on the gende Lord Halifax: “Rien comprendre, c’est 
tout pardonner.” 

My own life in Belgrade afforded a contrast of another 
nature. In the Legation 1 was serious and spiritual. Outside 
its gates, I reverted mildly to my old Balkan ways, going 
with Mazuranic to hear the Russian gipsies and crawling 
back on tiptoe to my room like a Harrow schoolboy return¬ 
ing from a stolen trip to London. 1 had, of course, a latchkey, 
but such is my innate regard for British respectabflity that I 
do not think that I was ever out later than two a.m. 

This same r^ard for the proprieties combined with a 
slight awe of Sir Ronald led me into an error of judgment. 
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128 


GUNS OR BUTTER 


It is difficvdt for any British subject to roam about the Bal¬ 
kans svnth no apparent reason for his roaming. I was no ex¬ 
ception, and my presence in Belgrade titillated the curiosity 
of the journalists. As I was staying at the Legation, I did not 
want to give an interview. Still less did I wish to give one 
under Sir Ronald’s roof But being easy-going by nature, I 
w’^as inveigled into accepting an invitation to see over a 
Belgrade newspaper office. 

I was received wdth great kindness. Much against my will I 
was persuaded to drink a morning glass of “sUvovica”. Itsvas, 

I knew, an old Serbian custom and honoured by all who 
crossed the threshold of a house or office for the first time. 

I emptied mv glass in the Russian fashion. I thought I heard 
a suspicious click and looked round quickly, but saw no¬ 
thing. 

Graciously, and with a pro^ sense of my own import¬ 
ance as a guest of the British Minister, I explained the reasons 
which made it impossible for me to give an interview. IM 
the office on good terms with everybody and not least with 
mvself. I was convinced that I had handled a dehcate matter 
widi consummate tact. Above all, I was elated by the remark 
of the newspa^-men that there was no one so difficult to 

interview as a brother journalist. 

A year’s absence fi-om Fleet Street had blunted my own 

sharpness, and the smart journalists of Belgrade had the last 
word On the Sundav the Vrrme, which has nothing to leam 
from the most advailced AnglcvAmerican jour^m, pul^ 
lished a whole page containing the most lund details ot ny 
Russian and Central European career. The face, taken acU 
mittedlv from mv own books, were cmbelkhed wiffi 
fril exaggerations. There were two large photograph. One 
showed a thicket and rather plump Scot, unmista^bfr my¬ 
Jhe w:£d Li. The article was friendb'. It compared my 

career with Sir Ronald Campb^ s, and stf^^d 
diolomatist as he was, he probably envied the nch exaw^ 


as 
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mmte” of mv life. It suggested that I was in Yugoslawa o 

O.S. Itc 

line, fettering but quite untrue; The Northern 

moment, everywhere I went I noti^a a tele 
group of three men whose identity was betrayed by the 

°^There wS^plenty of minor excitement in the domestic 

Opposition ov^ Concordat with the Vatican. It had be^ 
what one Minister described to me as a real dog-fight. Reli 
ffious in origin, the dispute had become purely po me , an 
die Opposition had used the unfortunate Concordat as a 
handy stick for beating the Government. At the height ot 
the crisis the Orthodox Patriarch Vamava had died. The 
Opposition spread the rumour dbat he had been poisoned. 
M. Stojadinovi <5 had emerged, bruised but not defeated, 
from the batdc and was now preoccupied with the issue of 

the election of the new Patriarch. 

The dispute, tense but not cardinally important, is an illu¬ 
minating example of the political passions of new countries. 
It also afforded yet another instance of the British passion for 
interfering in the internal afrairs of other countries. The 
Anglican Church, or a section of it, anti-Catholic by tradi¬ 
tion and pro-Orfeodox by the hope of eventual umon, 
sympathised with the Opposition, and at least one English 
Bishop came out more or less openly on the side of the Ser¬ 
bian ChurcL Shortly after the Patriarch’s death another 
En glish bishop came to Belgrade. Naturally he was deeply 
interested in the question of die moment, and eager to know 
the truth he asked a local Englishman if it were true that 
Patriarch Vamava had been poisoned. 

“Not by the Government,” said the Englishman, “for 
that would have been the stupidest thin g they could do. 
Possibly by the Opposition or by his mistress,” 
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Did I hear you say mistress r said the bishop m an awea 
whisper. 

“Yes,” said die Fngikhman- “^ 7 hy not?** 

The bishop was shocked. He need not have been- Yugo¬ 
slavia is a strong, energetic and progressive country with a 
great future before her. But Balkan naediods and mannas 
are still different from ours, and advocates of a umversal 
brotherhood of nations do not take into account the gulf of 
centuries which separates the stages of devdopment of the 
diffcrmt peoples even of Europe, let alone die whole 

world. 

In this stimulating atmosphere the days passed pleasantly 
and the time of my stay was nearly up before I remembered 
that my requests for appointments with Prince Paul, M. 
Stojadinovic and M. Korosec had remained uMnswerei It 
was time to take action, I went to see my old friend, Dobn- 
voje Stosovic, a former Cambridge undergraduate and now 
Minister of PubUc Works. I told him diat I was leavmg tor 

Sofia. 

“But you’ve seen nobody yet,” he said. 

€«v 1 __ 1_11 Vrry l«jvina the dav after to- 


orrow. 


ft 


... __his head- “Too bad,” he murmured sym^^ 

caUv. Then he handed me a box of cigarettes and took up Jus 

telephone. It takes a long time to get to the 

BclLdc, but, when you do, Yugoslavs can hustle. When I 

returned to the Legation for luncheon, th^ ^a mesi^ 

by Sto 5 ovic s good organisaaon the times did not 
‘^enuDy *c next monmig I airiyed « 

firm! But on my way upstairs I saw no signs of special pre- 
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cautions I was shown into an ante-room- Remembering^c 
unpunctuahty of the Belgrade of the early post-war years, 

I wondered how long I should have to wait. , • 1 • k4 

I picked up a newspaper-the Samoupraua, 

He was obvioSy prepared to accept the Anschluss as a 

read halfWay through, the clock 
dox priests foW robes and flower-pot hats wf^^d 

the Lglish in Belgrade call him. Hghtera 
work J in the Belgrade branch of the Bnnsh Trade Cor¬ 
poration which my old bank subsequently ™ 

appointment had been a curious one. The English dirertors 
of the bank wanted a Serb who could brmg them local busi¬ 
ness Several candidates, including “Stoja , were suggested 
to them. They picked “Stoja” who was then in receipt ot a 
salary of 4,000 dinan a month as a Secretary of the Ministry 
of Finance. The Englishmen ofiered him 14,000 dmars or 
approximately £50 a month, and “Stoja jumped at the 

(iance, , i i i.* 

I liad known him well in those days, but had not seen mm 

for several years. As he came in, he seemed to fill the whole 

room, so huge and massive had he grown. He was dressed 

in a moming-coat, and it must have been the biggest 

ing-coat ever made. W^ith his enormous chest, his powerful 

slopii^ shoulders, and his bushy, coal-black eyebrows, he 

would look like a fierce bear but for the good-humoured 

and twinkling eyes which light up his face very 

pleasandy. 
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“Stoja” has gro-wn mentally as well as physically. To-day, 
he is in every sense of the word the strongest man in Yugo¬ 
slavia; big in course and ideas; huge in bulk; tireless in 
energy. During his Berlin and Rome visits he exhausted 
ever}*one including Herr Hitler and the Duce. When I first 
knew him, he used to shoot, dance, smoke, drink, and sit up 
all night placing cards. Now he works day and night. He Im 
discarded all the foibles of youth; all, that is, except dancing. 
For he soil dances, although he has to hold his parmer to one 
side. 

He has the self-confidence of most successful men, but no 
conceit. And he is never ruffled. When he was shot at in the 
Skupshtina two years ago, he showed no sign of fear or 
emotion, but walked out of Parliament at a snail’s pace with 
arms folded and a contemptuous smile on his fflee. It is true 
that his assailants were wdl covered by his own supporters. 
But his nonchalance impressed the deputies. Pemaps his 
chief fault is that he is too contemptuous of his op^nents. 

The Serbs say of him: “You cannot deceive ‘Stoja’; he can 

only deceive himself.” 

By under-estimating the strength of die Opposition he 

deceived himself over the Concordat. 

There are abo stories that he is run by Madame Stojadino- 
vic. They are ridiculous. If ever there was a he-man in the 
Balkans, it is “Stoja”, and to-day he is the outstanding per- 
sonahty in Central and South-Eastern Europe, as important 
in his part of the world as were Dr. BeneS and Count Bethlen 

in the first post-war decade. 

I received a spedaUy huge smile by way of greeting, as he 
took me by the arm and lead me into his room. ^0“ ^ 

my intelhgence people busy, he said. What 

are you here for?” n tt i 

I tell him, and he laugb. He knows qmte well He has a 
thousand things to do, because he is leavmg m two days for 
a Balkan League meeting in Angora. But he gives you the 

impression that he has the whole day for you. 


been keeping 
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“Well, never mind,” he goes on. “I know you are a 
friend of my country md I hope you are a friend of mme. 

I’ll talk to you frankly.” , , • • 

And he does; first, about himself and the mternal simoon. 
“I suppose you have been told that I am a Fasmt. I m noO 
I’ll e^lain my system. By going to Berlin md Ro^e “d 
making agreements with Germany and I^y I forestalled the 
Fascists in this country. First I went to the ^ght as far as I 
dared in order to win over the potential followers ot the 
would-be Fascists. Now I go as frr to the Left as I dare And 
so you see I try to keep a balance. It is a middle course if you 
but it is my interpretation of democracy tor this 

He^ans forward in his chair and makes a little gestme 
with the huge op^ palm of his right hand as if balancing 

were the easiest thing in the worli 
In his turn he asks a few questions about Brit^: how is 

rearmament progressing? What are we doing in the 
Are we satisfied with our man-power? I draw an optimistic 
picture, and he pays Britain a few compliments, expre^g 
his gratitude for our financial aid during sanctions and his 
satisfriction at the increasing trade betweai his coimtry and 


Ifitl 


le. 


The sarisfecrion is genuine. Stoja is a Realpolit 
knows how dangerous it is for a small country to I 
die economic yoke of one Great Power. Germany i 
portant frctor in YugosIaAtia’s economic existence 
too important, for with Austria she now does nea 
per cent, of Yugoslavia’s total trade. Good relatic 
Germany are therefore necessary and inevitable. Bi 
and indepaidence He in multiplicity of customers 
may be taken for granted that “Stoja” will seek to re 
disadvantages of German economic preponder; 
further extensions of the trading arrangements wi 
Britain, France and, indeed, with any country whi 
a reasonable opportunity for the exchange of goods 
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I ask kim a direct question about Austria and refer to the 
“blood is not water” leader in his own newspaper. The great 
shoulders bunch themselves into a shrug. 

“At any rate,” he sa^’s quiedy, “the new situadon has one 
advantage. It puts an end to eighteen years of make-beheve. 
The cari are on the table, and we know where we are.” 

I see rhar already he regards Austria as part of Germany. 
He raises his voice ever so shghdy. “Do you t hink we like 
what has happened? We don’t. But do you expect us to put 
our he ad into the dragon’s mouth when yon aren’t even 
going to swing his tad? In life you have to deal with reahties 
and not with dreams. A few years ago we were on bad 
terms with nearly all our neighbours. I have altered this. We 
have gone all out for peace; appeasement in our own 
countrs’’, good relations with our neighbours. I think that we 

have set a good example to the rest of Europe.” 

He heaves hims elf out of his chair, and, as I say goodbye, 

I feel that, if I were a Yugoslav, I should mpport Stoja- 
dinovic, not perhaps as the p^ea Prime Minister, but as die 
best available choice. Only that morning I had seen some of 
the advance propaganda literature for die tourist season of 
1938. Yugoslavia and the Balkans were “boosted” as 
Europe’s “Peace Peninsula”. There was some truth in the 
boost- PoHrical life in the Balkans was subject to many t^ 
certainries, but “Stoja’s” foreign poHcv dictated by 
commonsense. It was the right poHcy for his country. IB 
reversal or his own echpse at die nrescnt moment would 



_Ministry of Foreign Affairs I strolled dovm the 

Mdo» Velikog to the vast new Ministry of die Interior to 
keep my appointment wdth Father Korosec, a pnest and a 
former member of the old Austrian Parli^ent m wbch he 
was the foremost champion of Slovene mdep^dence. He has 
suffered for his poHrical convictions, and ^ lo^ 

DolScian b Yugoslav^ He is essentially a man of peace and 
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bears no resentment against his perseemton. He is 
by the Serbian Orthodox Church or by tie Croats. But he 
understands the art and the wisdom of political compro^e, 
and by his co-operation with Belgrade he has been able tc 
obtain great benefits for the Slovenes. He is now over sixty, 
and is dean-shaven, broad-shouldered and rather plump. He 


suffers from diabetes. , 

like M. Stojadinovid, Father Korosaf received me to the 

minute. There was no sign of the deric about him He was 

dressed in a well-cut lounge suit of Scottish tw^d. After a 

few minutes’ conversation about Slovenia, which because ot 

the simple friendliness of its people and of its splendid trout 

streams has a spedal place in my heart, we plung^ mto the 

vortex of the Hider-Schuschnigg agreement. I found the 

Slovene priest much more perturbed by what had happened 

than the Serbian ex-banker, and the reason was obviom. 

Three hundred miles separate Bel^ade from Austria; the 

Germans are on the Slovene frontier. And for that reason, 

although he is a man of peace, the Slovene leader wants a 

strong Yugoslavia and would like to see the Serbo-Croat 

question setded. It goes without saying that he also wants a 

strong Britain. i i tt- v , • 

As far as internal politics are concerned. Father Korosec is 

an admirer of M, Stcyadinovic and t hink s that the present 
Prime Minister stands alone among post-war Serbian politi¬ 
cians. Perhaps too much alone, for ‘ Stoja s Cabinet is very 
much a one-horse vehicle and he has few able Serb heu- 


tenants. 

I went back to the Legation to prepare some questions for 
my audience with Prince PauL At six in the evening he sent 
his car for me, and I drove out to the W^hite Palace on the 
hill of Dedinje. The route was lined with gendarmes. They 
were even behind the trees of the long avenue which leads 
to the Palace door. Prince Paul is h^vily guarded. The 
Government has not forgotten Marseilles. 

Indeed, the Obrenovid and the Karageorgevid, the two 
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royal dynasties which have provided Serbia with its princes 
and kings, have a tragic record. During the last hundred 
years Serbia has had nine different rulers not counting the 
present boy Kin g of Yugoslavia. Only two kept their throne 
ffom the moment they ascended it till their natural deatL 
Of the other seven, two abdicated, two were driven into 
exile, and three were assassinated. 

I was shown into a large drawing-room which might have 
come straight out of Eaton Square. Unlike the rooms of 
most royalties, whose tastes are generally petit-bourgeois, it 
was sparsely but exquisitely furnished. There was no horrihlc 
array of minia tures, snuff-boxes, dgarette-cases and family 
photographs. On a side table was a small green and yellow 
elephant of Ming pottery with a dehcate cream effect. Over 
the mantelpiece hung a su^rb El Greco. It portrayed a 
white-faced Laocoon wTestling with the serpents before a 
background of clouds gathering menadngly over a dty not 
unlike a Balkan capital. While I waited, the picture claimed 
all my attention. Was it the wildest flight of fancy to imagine 
that the struggles of the Trojan priest were symbohe of the 
difficulties of Prince Paul, an aesthete and an artist who has 
been forced by tragic circumstances to become the Regent 


to a boy King? - j 

An adjutant came in and took me to Pnnee Paul s study, 

aeam an English room lined with shelves of books. A rather 

frail figure in khaki undress uniform came forward to meet 

me. In the history boob. Kara-George, the founder of the 

Karageorge\ic d)-nast>', who led the first Serbian revolt 

agamst the Turb, is portrayed as a ma^ve fi^e of a 

wnth bristling moustache, broad shoulden and pistok m his 

belt It was hard to sec in the dehcately chiseUed f^w^ of 

Prince Paul any trace of his descent from the tough S^bim 

hands were the hands of a pamter or a piaimt. His weU 

roueh interrupted his gentle smile. He looked ilL 
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Aud indeed he was. He had just got out of bed after a heavy 

“flu” cold. He conquered me in the first minute. 

“I ought to be in bed now,” he said, “but I wanted to sec 

you. I feel that we are old fiiends.” 

I had met him in London fifteen years ago, but it was 

not to this meeting that he referred. He told me that he had 
come to Yugoslavia after his cousin’s death to find a dictator¬ 
ship without a dictator. He was worried and unhappy. He 
could not sleep. He could not even read. Then one day his 
step-father gave him one of my books. He picked it up, and 

his insomnia was cured. , i • i 

It wsts perhaps a doubtful compliment, but, being human 
and therefore vain, I took it at its more flattering value. 

From books we passed to Scotland. Prince Paul is a Scot¬ 
tish enthusiast. He loves the country and would like to settle 
there when his job as Regent is ended. His best fiiend, he 
told me, is a Scot, the present Duke of Buccleuch. The two 

men were at Oxford together. 

Then he talked to me very simply of his own task in 

Yugoslavia and of the difliculty of esublishing anything like 
the British system of democracy within a few years. If by 
few he meant fifty, he was probably right. Of the intern j 
simation he spoke with a confidential frankness which I must 
respect. His only complaint, and it was a very mild one, was 
with reference to the attitude of certain sections of the British 
Press. He gave me no detafls, but told me that he was not 
referring to the so-called popular newspapers. I imagine that 
he had in min d certain sutements to die effect that he was 
pro-German and, therefore, presumably anti-British. 

I remember reading in a high-brow British periodical a 
cruel comment on Prince PauL It described him as “a neuro¬ 
tic with shattered nerves.” I beheve firmly in a proper ven¬ 
tilation of pubhe affairs as a necessary safeguard for a pro¬ 
perly conducted democracy. But there are certain things, 
especially when they arc inaccurate, which are better left un¬ 
written and unsaid. In pre-war days there was a tacit under- 
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standing that heads of foreign states should not be subjected 
to personal abuse. It was a good rule. It would be an exceflent 
rule to-day. We are not so all-powerful in the world that 
we can afford to make enemies ^tuitously. 

I behevc that, like his a dmir ation for Britain, Prince Paul’s 
good-will and good intentions towards his own country are 
beyond suspicion. No man looks less like a ruthless dicmor. 
He spoke with sympathy and understanding of Dr. Macek. 
He would undoubtedly hke to setde the Croat question. But 
he is hampered, I think, by the feeling that he is only one of 
three Regents and that he must do nothing to compromise 

the futme of young King Peter. 

It is hard to beheve that after meeting him anyone could 

dislike him. Yet in Yugoslavia he has his enemies and de¬ 
tractors. There are mahdous tongues which say that he is 
ambitious, that he vs-ishes to prolong lie Regency ind^- 
nitelv and that for this reason there is friction betwem him 
and Queen Marie, the boy King’s moier. Although, do^ubt- 
less there are ambitious pohtiaans who to play off one 
Coiirt against the other for their own ends, th^ stones are 
ridicul^. But they do not make Pnnce Pad s life ^cr. 
The position of every Regent is alwa^ difficult. P^ 
Paul’s is pecdiarly so. His mother was a Russian, and to 
is perhaps a streak of Russian mysuasin m his character. 
Probably it stimulates his strong sense of duty, but it ot- 

attractive personaUty, for he has a fine intellect and a r^k- 
aWe undemanding of aU human probto ^d weaknes^ 

S^ffi’rekviabk facih^ThT^is not a 

it certainly adds to Prince Paul’s charm, and 

n^er have I heard a foreigner speak English with so pure a 
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that tie strongest impression of my visite both m 937 
in 1938 was one of material progress and appea^mcn , 
that this impression was not confined to ^ugoslajha but in¬ 
cluded all the Balkan sutes. I expressed my fi^ behet that, 
if only the Great Powers would leave them aloM, the si^ 
states would soon solve not only their own ^culues but 
also the problem of their good relations with their neigh- 

face ht up. “That’s it,” he said. “That is the whole 

^'^As I drove back to the Legation, the lights of ®el^ade 
shone brighdy in the clear night air, and firom the height of 
Dedinie I could see, as never by day, the whole expanse ot 
the new city. It represented something of the s^e v^e 
progress as had marked the growth of the Umtcd States h^ 
a c^tury ago. In fifty years. I refiected, Yugoslavia would 
probably have a population as large as that of Bnt^. It w« 
time for us to revise our estimate of this part of tlic worl^ 
It was still possible to come to the Balkans with a mud-rake 
and gather scandal and front-page news-stories of Yugoslavs 
who bit dogs or who married for the thirteenth time at 
the age of a hundred and twenty. Mud-raking was not 
a very fliffiriilt or noble achievement. After aU, Acre 
mud-heaps in our own country which needed a bigger 

rake. , 1 rr l 

The Balkans had changed. I Aought of Ae difference be- 

tween 1914 3nd 1938* 19^4 Great Powers were afraid 

of an explosion in Ae Balkans. To-day, everyone m Ae 

Balkans is afiaid of a clash between Ae Great Powers. 

The next night I left Belgrade for Sofia. After saying 

good-bye to Sir Ronald and Lady Campbell, who had been 

so kind and helpful to me, I went down to Ae Bristol to 

spend an hour wiA Zelko Mazur^c before my train left. 

The restaurant was empty, but for Zelko Ae Russian or Acs- 

tra outdid itself. Amid a host of old tunes Aere was one new 

song, written by an emigre, which appealed to me, partly on 
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its own merits and partly, I expect, because I had heard Tania, 
the young Russian girl in Zagreb, sing it so often: 

“Sleep, my poor heart, sleep; 

Vain is all your yearning. 

Days that are gone have no morrow. 

Lonely the vigil you keep. 

Sleep, my poor heart, sleep; 

Past love Imows no returning. 

Why he awake with your sorrow; 

Sleep, poor heart, sleep.” 

The words were sugary and banal, but there was a minor 
note in the haunting melody which was well attuned to my 
own melancholy. I suppose that I shall be restless and home¬ 
less till I die, but I have never been able to conquer the emo¬ 
tions of farewell. Now that my pleasant sojourn was ended, 
I did not want to leave. I liked these friendly Yugoslavs, so 
hospitable, so warm-blooded, so responsive to appreciation. 
Their virtues far outv'cighed their faults, and in a scrap I 
would rather have them b«ide me than the men of any odier 


race except my own. 

Zelko drove me to the sution and on the steps outside 
kissed me warmly on both cheeks. It is a form of Slav greet¬ 
ing to which by now I should have grown accustomed, but, 
aldiough I felt flattered to be embraced in this manner by 
the President of a Senate, I was at first taken aback. Then I be¬ 
gan to count my fnends and to wonder how many were 
as generous and loyal as the warm-hearted and impulsive 
Z^o. As I entered my sleeper, I registered a soleim vow to 
return to this country whose valleys still br^thed the spmt 
of the Roman legionaries, whose mountains and running 
streams reminded me so much of my own Scodand, and the 
beauty of whose coast and islands was first praised by the 

ancient Greeks. 



CHAPTER EIGHT 


between BELGRADE AND Sofia I SaW wm ^ ^ y t 
beneficent eflfects of the poUcy of good 

up forldious hours at the frontier. Then there were stiU 
bLbed-v-dre entanglements beween the two countri«, an 
mv journey had been like a Ody^ey Now I 

Even the “Komitadji”, who, between the mte^als of sug- 
ins assassinations 

been appealing to Europe to come over mto Maccdoma and 
help them, seemed to have stayed their hand. The 
crated by t^'elve short months, was both pleasant and hope- 


I advise the first-time visitor to Bulgaria to make the join- 
ney from Belgrade by night, because then he awakes at the 
Bulgarian frontier and, if the mommg is fine, as it nearly al¬ 
ways is, he can enjoy the superb approach to Sofia, w^ch 
nesdes in a high plain surrounded by a complete oval ot 
snowK:apped mountains. It is a country with more shepherds 
than ploughmen. In most Februaries the snow hes duck on 
the ground. But in this wonder year of 1938 Nature had ad¬ 
vanced her time, and the only sign of winter were the oaks 
sriU russet-brown in the withered bloom of their summer 
glory. The villages are few and far between, and the local 
church towers high above the lowly cottages. The village 
look poor, but the stations are well-built and clean, and the 
railway officials with their long overcoats and Boris mous¬ 
tache are smart and scrupulously poUtc. If hirsute imitation 
is the sincerest form of flattery, every Bulgarian station- 


master admires his King. 

I still take a boyish pleasure in listing countries in my 
memory by their bird-fife. I associate the high moorlands 
and valleys of my own country with peewits and oyster- 


lAI 
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catchers, whose mournful piping laments the barrenness of 
the soil, Bulgaria to me means magpies. All the way from 
Dragoman to Sofia you can play the game of coxmting them: 
“one for sorrow, two for joy, three a marriage, four a boy.” 

If you are superstitious, it is generahy a dangerous game, but 
here you may play it with complete impunity. You see so 
many magpies together that the rhyme does not go far 
enough to include all your blessings, unless, indeed, it in¬ 
creases the number of your progeny, in which case your 
blessings ^^411 lead to financial disaster. 

On arriving in Sofia I was met on the steps of the Legation 
by Sir Maurice Peterson vdxE the longest greeting that I have 
ever heard from him. **^^ell, he said with his hands in his 
pockets and \%dthout a note of emotion in his voice, “Edai 
and Cranbome have resigned.” Even in plaad, out-of-the- 
way Sofia I was not to be free from the repercussions of 

power politics. 

By virtue of our opposite natures Maurice and I are old 
fiicnds. His father was Rector of University College, Dundee, 
at a rime when my father had a preparatory sAool nearby. 
Later, he became Principal of McGill University. He was a 

great scholar and a great classic, i i - r t. > 

Maurice has inherited his father s brains and his father s 

scholarship. At Rugby he was a distinguished omammt of a 
brilhant Upper Bench and beat Phihp Guedalla for the 
King’s Medal. His career at Oxford, where he won a history 
scholarship, was equally distinguished. Yet he failed by one 
place in the Foreign Office examination, and Im only hope 
of: an appointment lay in the unlikely resignation of some 
official during the next six months. He had lost many 
for bad handwriting; otherwise he would have passed m 


easily. 


His’ father sent him to sec Lord Morlcy who, when 

aurice arrived, had akcady looked into the c^. 

“Mr. Peterson, I see that you lost marks for bad handwnt- 




LOCKHART 


143 


“Yes.” said Maurice. “I had to race 
papep and in my hurry I had to do a good deal of saatchmg 

said Lord Morley severely. “V®"‘“T^iev^e 
merston said about people who erase wor^ when they 
writing. It shows grave defects of character. 

Then the old gentleman sat down and wrote a tactful letter 
to Sir Edward Grey. The letter coincided with the resigna- 

of a senior Fo Jeigo Offico official, and Maunce got on 

In the Foreign Office to-day hand%vntmg is probably at a 

Loun, hTm Sir Robert Wt s -te-romii a minute 
by Palmerston calling attention to the virtues of good pen^ 
manship still hangs in a glass frame by the side of the fir 

’’'Maurice’s case is yet anoffiet instance of the 

of eitaminadon tests. But for a chana resignaMn Btitain 

would have lost one of her ablest diplomaosts. taciturn m 
speech, forcible on paper, and decisive m action, Maunce ^ 
iS a remarkably successfril career. His merits have been t(> 
cognised. At the early age of forty-seven he w« promoted 
ainbassador over the heads of some twenty of hp semors. I 
had arrived in Sofia just in time. He was leavmg for his new 

post at Bagdad three weeks later. . ,. i- 

^ Sofia itself has the finest situation of any capital m Europe, 

and Bulgarians have it, with what authenticity I hnow not, 
that Constantine the Great, who was born at Nish m Yugo¬ 
slavia, had serious intentions of making it the capitd of ms 
new Roman Empire. It is a city of Legations and Minptn«, 
of spacious squares and wide, tree-lined boulevards. Ic build¬ 
ings are attractive and colourful The Opera House is a nch 
raspberry fool; the King’s Palace, once a Turkish Pasha s 
house, is a pale apricot; the National Museum has a rose- 
pink fe^de. Our own Legation is English-built and is, I irn- 
agine, the most comfortable house in Sofia. From my bed¬ 
room window I looked out on Vitosha, the magnificent 
snow-dad mountain which overshadows the city. The 
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word Balkans means mountains, and Antosha, like a giant 
pyramid, is the noblest, if not the highest, peak in the B alkan 
range. 

The city itself seems to be a stone monument of Bulgaria’s 
gratitude to Tsarist Russia and to the Russian troops who 
died in the war of 1877-1878 for Bulgaria’s independence. 
Dominating all Sofia by its site on the highest point of the 
dtv is the huge cathedral of Alexander NevskL It is a land¬ 
mark for miles around, but it is too ornate and bizarre to 
please Western eyes, and to the conical it looks like a huge 
tin mould for a blancmange shape. On the same square is the 
Narodno Sobranie, the Bulgarian Parhament, Above die 
main portals arc the words Union is Strength , a motto 
which, in the not distant past at least, was scarcely in keeping 
with the fierce part}' divisions of Bulgarian pohtics. Oppo¬ 
site the Sobranie is the vast bronze statue to the Emperor 
Alexander 11 , the finest monument in Sofia and one of the 
few great equestrian statues in the world. Round the pedestal 
are groups of Russian and Bulgarian soldiers led by the 
heroes of the war of Independence, Gourko, Skobeleff, the 
Grand-Duke Nicholas, and on the base is the imeription: 
“To the Tsar-Dchverer from a grateful Bulgaria,” When I 
first saw this statue, it was surrounded by scaffolding. The 
frost had made a large crack in the Tsar s horse. At the 
I could not help seeing in this rent in Tsarist glory a symbol 

of the cataclysmic changes in Russia. 

The crack has long since been repaired. But during my 
1938 visit I saw tangible evidence of Ae influences of the new 
Russia. Today, Solonjevitch, a former Bolshevik Commis¬ 
sar and now leader of a new anti-Bolslievik, semi-Fasmt 
movement, lives in Sofia, Two days before iny arnval a 
parcel was deUvered at his house. Fortunately for him, Solon- 
ievitch was out, and in his absence the parcel was opened by 
his wife. In a few seconds both she a young stud^t, who 
was in the room at the time, were blotsii to bits. The par^ 
contained bombs. The senden were never traced, but tew 
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Bulgarians and no Russian Anigrh have any doubt wnosc 

"tSk into the town I pasted the BoU 

sh^^ujdon. The I^ter was my 

Raskolnikoff, whom I had not seen since 1918. After the 

October Revolution he was the first Russian 

throw in his lot vaik Lenin. My insatiable curiosity where 

things Russian are concerned tempted me to seek a mee^ng 

with him. But Stalin was then purging his own 

corps as well as Fascist em/gre.*, and RaskolmkofF was wisely 

^'Tdid'^cet the Bolshevik mihtary attach^ at our owm 
Legation. He was a quiet, reserved man, hkc the new type 
of sdent Russian airmen that I have met m various parts of 
Europe. Although he was willing enough to talk about the 
Russian army, telling me how hard it worked and how every 
officer had to learn thoroughly at least one forei^ language 
before gaining promotion, he avoided ^hacs. Jfc did not 
even ask where I had learnt Russian. Only once did he put a 
personal question, and this was in the form of a volunteered 

statement rather than an interrogation. , 

“Before I came here,” he said slowly, I was m 
Afghanistan, in Kabul. The British mihury attache was 

called Lockhart.” 


“My brother,” I said. 

He smiled. “He was a nice man,” he added solemnly. 

Then he relapsed into silence. Doubtless, he had received 

the confirmation that he sought. 

I saw everywhere the same signs of building fever which 
are so manife st in Belgrade. Even since my visit in 1937 new 
houses had sprung up on all sides. The Bulgarians are a stolid, 
sober people, full of purpose and of national pride. They are 
determined that their capital shall not fall behind in the race 
with Belgrade and Bucharest. And they have held their own 
in spite of their poverty. For the Bulgarians are poor beyond 
the margin of subsistence. The Prime Minister’s sal^ is 
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only 5(^400 a year, yet there is less administrative corruption 
in Bulgaria than in any other part of the Balkans. 

Nowadays it is the fashion in Britain, as well as in the 
defeated countries, to blame the Peace Treaties for all the 
troubles and tribulations of Europe. The blame is somewhat 
exaggerated. The Treaties had many good points. They gave 
to many oppressed subject races, Uving on the verge of sur- 
vation, a new hope in life, and in almost every instancejthe 
races that have been freed, Czechoslovaks, Poles, Yugoslavs 
and Rumanians, have made good use of their hard-won 
hbeny. It is precisely in the new states of Europe that the 
greatest progress has taken place since the war—perha^ be¬ 
cause they had to build from the beginning. I must insist on 
this progress, because it concerns us. In all these countries 
there is a new generation which, in spite of many tempta¬ 
tions, looks to Western Europe and not to C^rmany and 
Italy or Russia for its spiritual and material guidance. But I 
shall never deny that the treatment of Bulg^ or rather of 
the Bulgarian people who were dragged into the war by 

their rulers, was savage and insensate. 

Bulgaria’s traditional friendship with Britain was brokm 

by the war. But Britain is not forgotten. I never go to So& 
without some Bulgarian leading me insidioudy to the old 
Hotel Bulgaria close to the King’s Palace. He is not s^kmg 
a free drink. He wants to show me the room in which Bom- 
chier, the famous Times correspondent, diei Even tewlay 
Bourchier’s name is known and honoured ^oughout the 
length and breadth of the country, and the Times has no one 

like him in the Balkans. , 

From the point of view of British cultural influence and 

of the informative education of our own pwple, I canno 
help re-retdng the decline of the British foreign corres- 
po„^denr. His place and his Muence have 

S^malistic ecHpse with equanimity. I should like to see the 
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Tinies represented by a first-lass Englishman in every c^pit^ 
of centri and south-eastern Europe, for never, I think, 
has our need of impartial, trained observers been greater. 

Bol<^a has a small but highly educated rntemgentsia, 
and in Sofia there is a whole army of pamters and smters. 

I have always wondered how authors, wntmg m the tank¬ 
age of a smi country, earn their Hving. How the 
^thor exists is beyond my comprehension, for the total 
population is only six milhons, and the average mcome ol 
Sh inhabitants cannot be more than fifty pounds a year. Yet 
the countrs' has a flourishing literature. It is som^mes bitter, 
reflecting the spirit of Bulgaria’s post-w^ suffermgs, like 
Iordan TovkoflTs story Valkadin Talks with God. 

Valkadin is an old Bulgarian peasant whose fee sons are 
at the front. During the war Valka^ works like a slave on 
the farm hving for the day when his sons will return and he 
can divide the golden acres among the^ The s^ come 
back, but the old man’s dream is soon shattered. The farm 
is spht by the new frontier. The second son, shattered by ^e 
war, dies soon after his home-coming. The eldest son, who 
has acquired the buU>Tng methods of a sergeant, is shot. 
Melin, the third son, who has been given the portion which 
is now in Rumania, is beaten up by the Rumanian police 
and dies of his wounds. The father, his mind affected by so 
much incomprehensible suffering, neglects the farm, md 
spends all his days under an elm tree on a hill, looking 
across the new frontier and asking God why goodwfll has 
vanished from the earth and why the innocent must die and 

the poor be oppressed. 

If the note of sadness is insistent, it is never depressing and 
never hopeless like much of the immediate pre-war Russian 
hterature. The young writers are obsessed with the land 
TVipJr themes are the soil and its fiiiits and the virile love ol 


strong men. Courage is the supreme virtue, and, as in Yugo¬ 
slavia, only a fearless man can play any part in Bulgarian 
life. The courage springs from the glory period of Bulgarian 
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history, and there is throt^hout the country a vast sale of 
cheap coloured prints illustrating the heroic episodes of the 
wars of Uberation against the Turks. Bulgarian heroes like 
Vassd Levski are shown very large, fighting single-handed 
against a horde of Turks. The drawings are grotesquely 
crude, but they are to be found in every peasant’s cottage. 

For a small country the intellectiial life of Bulgaria is 
amazingly active and varied. The activity comes perhaps 
fi-om the popular beUef tliat Bulgaria owes her fireedom as 
much to the pen as to the sword. And the pen is wielded not 
only by poets, but also by caricaturists. In modem caricature 
the national is “Bai Ganju”. Uncle Ganju is more of a 
simpleton than John Bull. He is suspicious, but is always be¬ 
ing taken in. He represents the disillusionment of the post¬ 
war Bulgarian who believed in a new Europe of justice and 
fair-play. One typical cartoon, which would app^ to 
David Low, shows Baj Ganju, dressed as a peasant, sitting 
before an empty plate at the rich buffet of the League of 


There is, too. in Sofia an cxccUent theatre m which lie 
repertory ranges firom Shakespeare and Moline to PirandeUo 
and Maugham, and Bulgarian singers firom the Sofia Opera 
have won fame in other countries than meir own. In my 
Prague da>-s the chief soprano at the National Theatre was 
the colossal Morfova, a Bulgarian of Bulgarians. She must 
have weighed tw enty stone and, when dressed as the page m 
FiJrlio, was the most grotesque figure that has ever stood on 

any suge. But her voice was superb. ,. , 

It is, however, the reading urge of the Bulgariam which 
stirs my admiration and to some ex^t my apprehension, 
toorlg to the tudstte of the poblic r^g toontt B,^ 

of the temaiumg eighty per cent, u etttraordt- 
“Tw'^'’glish have so far never allowed education to he 



LOCKHART 


149 


more than their hand-maiden, and they have conquerea ^ 
world. The Bulgarians have made education their goddess 
a deity to be worshipped for herself. And she k a goddess o 
s^Ta^ for she demands human sacrifices. Of constant 
stream of inteUecmals who finish the Sofia schools every 
year, only a small minority has any hope of profitable 

^^So&^Sety is centred in the diplomatic corps. There arc 
one or two rich manufacturers and bakers, *e "los^ 

sSdoffs, thi father and brother of Lady Mmr, who is 

Bulgaria’s greatest champion m Bnt^. , r -i • 

M. Dimitri Standoff, the head of this talented family, is 

the veteran Bulgarian diplomatist who, from the start of his 

active career to its end in 1924. was the foremost advocate ot 

Bulgaria’s adherence to the Entente. Heart-broken by King 

Ferdinand’s decision to throw in Bulgaria s lot with ^e 

Central Powers, M. Standoff came into his own again Mter 

the Peace Treaty when he was appointed Bulgarian Minister 

in London. His services to Anglo-Bulgarian friendship were 

recognised by King George V, with whom he was a special 


favourite. , 

PoUtically Bulgaria has suffered since the war trom the 

existence of too many poUtical parties and from the growing 
pains of democracy. Indeed, a too precodous childhood has 
nearly finished democratic government altogether, and for 
the last few years Parliament has been in abeyance, although 
r ecen tly there has been a return to a very modified and 
limited form of Parliamentary government. 

In spite of the attempts to damp down the political fires, 
the professional politidans are not extinguished. They meet 
in the cafe of Sofia, where more than years ago Pasic, 
then an exile from Serbia, discussed with the Bulgarian 


leaders the project of a Bulgar-Serb union under a common 
d)Tiasty. The dream is not quite dead, but the Bulgar poUti- 
dans of to-day rarely discuss it. They have more immediate 
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dreams t» realise. They have lost thdr jobs and want them 
hack. They intrigue and plan new combinations. But it is 
hard to know how much support diey command, and I have 
the impression that thdr influence, espedally over die young 
generadon, has declined. 

At the end of the war the Bulgarian people were sub¬ 
merged by a wave of idealism. They expelled Tsar Fadi- 

nand They pinned thdr &ith and thcir hopcs on the Fourteen 

Points. They regarded Wilson as a saviour. To-day, they 
have been disillusioned by bitter experience, and the youi^ 
generation, at any rate, hi learnt to rdy on itself. I rem^- 
ber Marshal Lyautey, the great French colonial adm^ 
strator, telling a story shordy before his death. He had jurt 
come back to Paris from a vint to Strasbourg. He was in 
dvilian dothes. As he was walking in the street, he saw a 

Moroccan soldier. 

Arc you on leave? asked the MarshaL 
W’ said tbe Moroccan, radier si^rised to be addressed 

50 peremptorily by an unknown civilian. 

* Where do you come from?” 

“Rabat.” , , t 

“Ah,” said the MarshaL “Do they soil remember Lyautey 

thcTc^** 

The Moroccin shook his he^ Then, k smhA ss 
memory returned. “I rem^ba Ae name,^^ he said. One 

of the boats in our harbour is called Lyaut^. ^ 

Wilson’s fete has been die same as Ltou^s. To ^ 
yoong generadon in Sofia Wilson is merdy >k ^ ^ 

insignificant sneer not &r fi»m the Bndsh 

''°^fia has at least one odier Ajnerican-named thotoo^ 

S^Mo^, to dn^Sy of its gtowA Sofia, like 

Belm^ invites comparison vrith the 

Accord^ to the fiBt censns m 1880 Sofia. 
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however, has only a tiny bourgeoisie. It is a l^d 

hves by the soil, and it is a wonderfhl experience to dnve out 
into the country and meet the long tr^ of peasants 
their carts for miles around into Sofia. The carts cont^ 

LJ in the world, and in each dairy you can buy Ae 
“iocmrt” or sour milk which is supposed to be r«ponsible 
for^Bulgaria s longevity record. The produce of the car 
fetches only a trifling price. The journey between town md 
distant village takes the whole day, and a P^smg car for- 

tunately, 

envelops the long train of carts with a chokmg s^^en. But 
the peasant drivers neither curse nor shake their fists. The^ 
patience is ineffable. On hoHdays when they put on then- 
gala dress they make a brave showing. But they are poor, 
and in the viUages I saw more than one man still weamg the 
mihtary great-coat, or rather what remained of it, which he 

had brought back fi:om the war. 

Indeed, the Bulgarian has many of the quahues 01 the old- 
time Scottish crofter. The nature of his life has made h^ 
thrifty. Every lewa, less than a halfpenny in our money, has 
to be counted. He is musical. He plays among other mstru- 
ments a kind of Bulgarian bagpipes. He is suspiaous. On Ae 
Sofia plain every tiny flock of sheep, sometimes only twelve 
strong, has its own shepherd, who keeps watch all day against 
sheep-snatchers. Sometimes he plays a mournful melody on 
his reed-pipe, but generally you see him standing still, his 
sheepskin coat and hood huddled round him, a monk—like 
figure silhouetted against the landscape. He is unforgiving. 
Bulgaria has still its clan or family feuds. And he makes a 
splendid soldier. 

A few years ago the soldiers were not much in evidence. 
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Now you see them everywhere, for Bulgaria, like the other 
defeated countries, is re-arming. You meet the soldiers on 
the plain, tr ainin g and doing exercises. Morning and even¬ 
ing you pass them in Sofia as they swing down the streets. 
The passers-by stop, and you stop with them, not only be¬ 
cause these Bu^arian peasants march superbly, but because 
they sing better than the Germans, better even than the 
Tsarist soldiers of Russia. During the long years of thraldom 
under the Turks, song was die Bulgarian peasants’ only 
means of expression. The passion for song has bred a race of 
singers, and the gift has been handed down as a heriuge to 

the succeeding generations. r r • 

I know htde of its technical quahties, but for physique, 
courage and endurance I put the new Bulgarian amy high. 

If ever the South Slavs can sink their differences and Slovenes, 
Croats, Serbs and Bulgars unite in one common Soum Slav 
federation, they -will represent a mihtary forre whiA ^en 
the strongest Power wall have to respect. I liked 
carian officers whom I met. They took me to the O^rs 

Club, a building twace as large as die Rag or any of our 

London military dubs and more imposmg architecturally. 
The Bulgars call it a casino, and here on a fine ^y you may 
see scores of officers of all ranks standing on the long balcony 

terrace and enjoying a before-luncheon agarette. In their 

long overcoats they look like Ri^ians. But they more 
effident and business-like, and they ^ss^ a stohdity of 
manner w'hich is much more German than Slav. 

As in Yugoslavia some of the generals try to play a p^ m 

te ^ob The Lief b for gen^ if™ 

cnldestLlibciaconceptiom.Apm,lii<:Ttig<An^“ 

rbe s^e extent, Bulgaria has an unenviable r^oru 
poUdeal assassinations. Sofia looks the most 

Sai of revolvers and to the rending roar of bunting bombs. 
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My fevourite Turkish 

comi of the Boulevard Mane the muezzin 

„<«,ue of fo'. ^*<>"8'' 

Still calls the sons ot the i-ropnci t ^ , i there are 

From the mosque you look due s j j;„te arches of Sveta 

name means m our , in mzs King Boris came to 

unholy history. It was here tl»t m 9 ^ | ^ placing a 

S7e «o" 

^ of Jeopk were kflled. But the King was not m the 

same morning he had gone to pay his \^t resp^ 

^tlde Sofia that day. From this funeral the 

few n^S. There wL a button ofif his ^orm. and she 
sewed it on. When he arrived at the church, it was m num. 
The missing button and his sister’s sharp eyes had saved him 

from a terrible death. 



CHAPTER NINE 


LCtO 


POR ALL THAT I was able to see and do m Bulgaria I owe much 
to the kindness and hospitality of Sir Maurice and Lady 
Peterson. They gave me every opportunity to meet the lea^ 
ing Bulgarians including the members of the Government. 
Every day there were Itmcheons and dinners to which people 
likely to interest me were invited, and in the afternoons we 
made excursions into the country in order to enable i 
see something of Bulgarian country life. 

It was far too early in the year to m.ake the long journey 
to Kazanlik or to see the V^ey of Roses which provide 
Bulgaria with her world-famous attar of roses, still one of 
her chief exports. But I spent many happy hours inspecting 
villages, clambering up to mountain monasteries, some¬ 
times fo away from human habiurion and often richly 
adorned ss-ith rare ikons and bejewelled ikonostasis, and ad¬ 
miring the costumes of the peasants. To inexpert eyes the 
costumes do not seem to differ much, except in detail, from 
other tvpes of Slav costumes. But the women are dever 
with their fingers and make their own lace. In one village I 
saw women in their gala costumes with head-dresses not 
unlike those of Indian braves. They looked very a^ctive, 
and, indeed, the young Bulgarian girl must mdt many 
hearts, although hard work in the fields soon giv« hCT the 
legs of a professional footballer. Kerr Rider would admne 
the Bulgarian women. They have imme^ stonma, and 
with their broad hips child-birth comes ^ily to Aem. 

Bulgaria has only one hundred and fifty inhabitants to the 
square mile, and within half-an-hour of leaving So& one b 
afready in countr^^ as wild as the remotest p^ of Scotland. 
The clearness of the atmosphere enhances the ’^t expand 
of the vista, and the landscape inspire one with a sense 

peace and infini ty w’-hich I found uplifting. 
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The country roads, it is true, are bad^ F^SLanS 

is*a Turkish n^e. h mea^ S*- 

Ls t b 

S EtS.^.S,*-r“^,-■‘ ■-“■r 

roTd to ^^Tc^Jorel pJac^’The Tsar £ed to drive 

wold turn round to his Minister and growl: Damned bad 
W^Time it was mended.” Then when he amved a, 
his palace the Tsar sent the Minister, luncheonless and 
hunery, back to Sofia with the chaufieur. 

M^ce and I drove out to Tcham-Korea dumg ^ 
visit. The toad was not like the Great West Road or the 

Berlin Avus. But we were not bumped! 

Apart from the fact that he has inhented Tsar Ferdin^d s 

braim. King Boris has few of his father s traits By “^Ao^ 
which are entirely different he has made himself^ important 
a figure in Bulgaria and a more popular one. He is demo- 
cr 2 c in manner, both erudite and mteUigent, and a born 
diplomatist who can mix with everyone wnth unafiected 
simpUdty. Unlike the other Balkan kings he go^ every¬ 
where unguarded, likes camping out with his soldiers, and 
is at his happiest when talking to peasants He does not see 
the diplomatists very often. In pnnaple he is against 
favourites. If he saw one foreign Minister, he would have to 
see all. And that would be too many. He prefers Im boolu 
and his butterflies to dinner-parties. On the other hand, he 
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is always glad to receive Ei^lisli visitors to Sofia who are 
few and far between. 

I have had two long audiences with him. The first was in 
the winter of 1937 and lasted for two hours. The Kin g had 
a bad “flu” cold, and so had I. We commiserated with each 
other. At the end of the two hours I took my leave. Then 
suddenly the King stopped me. 

“Your cold,” he said. have the stuff for it. 

Instead of ringing the bell, he rushed fi^om the roonu In 
two minutes he was back with a bottle of Roberts s Quina- 
in his hand. “Take that,” he said, “it will put you tight 

in two days.” 

It did more. It restored my voice and carried me through 
my strenuous lecture-tour. 

My second audience took place a year later almost to a 
day. As I entered the room. King Boris came striding to¬ 
wards the door and took me by the arm. ^ 

“Well, my fiiend,” he said, “how are you and how s your 

health? You remember your cold. Did the Quinachina help 


^^His study is big and oblong-shaped. like Mu^oM he h« 
his desk at the end farthest firom the door. Behmd the desk 
is a fine portrait of Prince Alexander of Battenbag, the first 
Prince of Bulgaria, and a large photogravure of tie BerM 
Conference of 1878 with Disra^ m the for^omd. To the 

rS fenced in by a ring of &nnly photographs and 


”^”Se dre desk, a, the other end 

the room is a curious Jewish painting rather like an iko 
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It was given to King Ferdinand by the Jews of Sofia m 

gratitude for the Royal permission to build a 
£ he told me the history of the pamtmg, Kmg Boris 

““Ybu see,” he said, “my father was not so intolerant.” 

I do not imagine that King Boris has any sympathy wth 
Nazi-ism. He is a man wthout excesses In ap^ance h^ 
of medium height and is rather shghtly hxAt, He is very 
darL The eyes are dark; the long lashra ^d the smaU mou^ 
tache are black. When he smiles, and he smUes often, ^e 

white teeth fight up the whole face most 

is now in his forty-fifth year and, m spite of ^ bald pate, 

does not look his age. His most promment feature is the 

long, angular nose. He has a habit of stroking it. _ 

At one moment in our conversation, when he was refiitmg 
rumours of his Fascist sympathies, he laid his long finger on 

his nose. 

“Have I the head of a dictator? he asked. 


He has not. 

At my first audience he was dressed in the regulation shOTt 
h lark coat and striped trousers of the stockbroker. At me 
second he wore undress uniform. He talks colloquially, di^ 
likes ceremony and can make fiiends with everyone. He is 
therefore popular with journalists and is the one ruler in 
central and south-eastern Europe who has a good Press 


everywhere. 

He himself would have made a good journalist, for he can 
dramatise a situation. On the right-hand side of his desk 
there is a rhair for his visitor, and directly opposite there is 
another small rhair against the wall. These cImots have stood 

in this position since his father’s time. 

“Do you know where you are sitting?” asked the King. 

I shook my head. 

“On the rhair on which Sir Hugh O’Beime sat when he 
came to deliver Britain’s ultimatum to my father. I sat here.” 
He pointed to the small chair opposite. 
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The brilliant O’Beimc, whom I had known in St. Peters¬ 
burg and who perished wdth Lord Kitchener in die North 
Sea, had been sent to Sofia to repair the diplomatic blunders 
of his predecessor and to win Bulgaria for the alHed cause. 
He came too late, and by the irony of fate, for he understood 
Slavs and knew how to gain their confidence, it fell to his 
lot to dehver Britain’s declaration of war. That was in 
Oaober, 1915. King Boris was then a young man of 
twenty-one. The occasion was his first introduction to great 
events. 

He has never forgotten it. He regrets Bulgaria’s lost 
firiendship with Britain and would like to regain it. More 
even than Prince Paul or King Carol, he realises the danger 
of putting all his economic eggs into the basket of one Great 
Power, And to-day Germany is dominant in Bulgaria s 
economic life, taking in 1936 fifiy-six per cent, of Bulgaria’s 
exports and sending sixty-eight per cent of the imports. 

During the last two years British purchases fiom Bulgaria 
have shown a remarkable increase. But the increase is not 
large enough to please the King. He wants Britain to buy 
Bulgaria’s tobacco crop. His wish is hardly likely to be 
fiilfiUed until a nation, which now smokes “gaspers” almost 
exclusively, learns to appreciate the delicate aroma of Bul¬ 
garian tobacco. 1 r r 1. 1 

King Boris is a good son. He admires his father, but he 

thinks that pre-war European diplomacy suffer^ firom the 

deep-rooted mistrust which existed be^ een ^^g 
Vn, King Leopold of Belgium, and King Ferdinand They 
were. King Boris told me, men of exceptional intelligent 
and easily the cleverest of the European monarch. But aU 
three disliked and were profoundly suspidom of one m- 
othcr. When they met, they were like poker play^ lootog 
for an ace up the other fellow’s sleeve. This suspiaon, ^g 
Boris beheves, had an unfortunate effect on the events which 

Great War. . i T.r i 

himself is a man of peace. He is the Walter 


preceded the 
The King 
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Citrine of monarchs. He beUeves in the virm« of gradual¬ 
ness. He dislikes diplomatic surprises. His mind is famly set 
against army interference in poUtics. He gave me a dramattc 
account of his dismissal of General Loukoff, his favounte 
War Minister, for intriguing with the pohticians. I should 
have acted sooner,” he told me. “but I liked my man too 

much ** 

It was a case, he said, in which the liking of Boru the 
fHend influenced detrimentally the judgment of Boris the 


He asked me my impressions of Sofia. I told him that, 
although I could not help noticing the poverty, I had seen 
man y signs of material progress, especi^y during the past 

twelve months. 

“You are right,” he said. “The country was suffering from 
too much pohdes. After the war every peasant in Bulgaria 
was a pohrician. You know that I have always made a great 
point of going about among the people and talkmg to them. 
I began it immediately after I came to the throne. In those 
days the mayors of the smallest villages used to ask me always 
what Lloyd George, Clemenceau or Wilson had been say¬ 
ing. Now they want to know the price of prunes and grain 
and tobacco. They did not understand Lloyd George, but 
they know tobacco. It is a hopeful sign.” 

He told me of his desire to establish democracy by gradual 
stages and referred to the coming elections as a proof of his 
good intentions. “If the experiment is a success,” he said, 
“it will prove that we have made progress. If not, there is 
only one conclusion. We are not yet ripe for Parliamentary 
government.” 

He spoke very fi^ankly of the difficulties of the situation 
and had obviously no illusions about his own position. “If 
there is a good harvest,” he said, “I am popular. If not...” 
He shrugged his shoulders. 

He also expressed a qualified satisfaction with the improve¬ 
ment in Bulgaria’s relations with her neighbours, especially 
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with Yugoslavia. But he regretted the antagonism of Turkey 
and Greece and the cautious indifference of Rumania. 
Twenty years after the war to end war there was still no 
bridge over the Danube between Bulgaria and Rumania. 
The Balkans were behaving well just now, better, indeed, 
tban die rest of Europe. He realised, too, diat improvement 
could come only piecemeal. But progress could be too slow. 
The Balkans had powerful neighbours to the North, the 
West and the East. One day die other Balkan states might 
need Bu^aria’s help. He hoped to extend Bulgaria’s pact 
with Yugoslavia to the other Balkan states. For two yean 
now he had been striving towards that end, but before it 
could be achieved there must be goodwill on both side& 
In fifty years Bulgaria had fought three wars. They ^d 
begun well. All three had ended disastrously. Bulgaria had 
not complained. But it was unreasonable to expect die 
beggar always to give and the ridi neighbour always to 

l^iug Boris about Bulgarian re-armament and thc 
state of efficiency of the army. He was at once on the defen¬ 
sive The spirit of the troops was good. But the army was 
not wellH^quipped. AU rumours to the contrary were gr^ 
exaggerations. Bulgaria, he insisted, had to move dov^T; 
She &d no money. The lack of money is certainly thei^ but 
I imagine that in re-armament Bulgaria ^ to inove slo^ 
or quiedy in order not to arouse the suspicions of her nei^ 
Zls. Re-armament, however, has had one noticeable 

p~ple”. Mid -he Eng- "E’'' reco^ tosdf- 

KJ C^nversatifn, conducted on the King’s part m a 

brilliant mixture of French and ^glisl^ ^ew 
Kinff Boris made a dramatic defence of hb co 
his ^plc He stated his firm behef in the healing virtue 
^e^Wofound mistrust of all of advm^ 

laid vreat stress on Bulgaria s good behaviour smce 
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war In that war she had suffered cruelly. T^y, die world 
was faced with a choice of guns or butter but if avihsation 
was to survive it behoved the countries \\nth the buttCT to see 
that it was properly distributed. The Bulganan people were 
the poorest in Europe. If ever there w« a country which 
seemed ripe for Communism, it was Bulgaria after the war. 
Yet it had stopped short of the precipice, because the greatest 
virtues of the Bulgarian were patience and commonsense. 

“Foreign observers”, he went on, “are always tel^g me 
that pohtically Bulgaria has gone too fast. I do not deny it. 
But they forget that Bulgaria has gone through a revolution 

“I myself’, he said dramatically, “was made a kmg by 
that revolution, although in one respect I owe my tlirone 

to my father. King Ferdinand. 

“Although I ought not to say it, my father was a very 
clever man. He had a long nose. We all have long noses. 

He smiled and again laid his finger on his own nose. 

“King Ferdinand saw that the odium of defeat would de¬ 
mand a victim. He took the odium on himself and went. 
By going he saved the throne for his son. At least he has 
saved it so fer. For you never know how it will end ... 

I rose firom the O’Beime chair, and the King came with 
me to the door. “Come back to Bulgaria and see more of 
our country. I’ll give you all the help I can. 

I liked that modest “our”, so different from the orthodox 
“my” of monarchs. As I left the room, that calm and almost 
cheerful “you never know how it will end” still seemed to 


rmg m my ears. 

The King had said no more than the truth. I remembered 
how, when I was in Sofia the year before. Queen Joanna was 
expecting a baby. All Bulgaria was hoping for a boy. But 
the pessimists expected a second girl. The Coburg dynasty, 
they said, was associated with disaster. It had brought no- 
thing but tragedy to Bulgaria, 

The Bulgarians are superstitious, and the birth of a second 
daughter would have been regarded as a bad omen. But the 
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Boris luck held, and to-day in every house and cottage of 
Bulgaria you can see a photograph of Queen Joanna holding 
Prince Simeon in her arms with King Boris as the happy 
father bending down and, of course, smiling. 

I beheve that his luck will hold, because he has brains to 
back it with. He is the cleverest king in the Balkans, He has 
immense physical courage and his personal charm is irresis¬ 
tible, His moral courage is commo Jy supposed not to be so 
strong, and to his enemies his personal charm is a Htde sus¬ 
pect. The King, they say, is all things to all men. 

Personally I have no doubts about his sincerity. He has 
come through many diffi cult situations not only with cour¬ 
age, but with statesm anlik e abihty. In particular, his hand¬ 
ling of the Velcheff coKp TitaU which in May of 1932 nearly 
cost bim his throne and even his life, was both masterly and 
tactful. He kept his crown. He saved Bulgaria from Fascism, 
although, admittedly, the process of salvation involved the 

establishment of a non-Parhamentary regime. 

But it is typical of the King’s capacity for caution that 
before introducing the new reg^e he made a tour of 
Europe. Among other places which he visited he went to 
Balmoral. There he saw King George V and Mr. Ramsay 
MacDonald, who was then Prime Minister. He told them his 
troubles and bis diffi culties with complete frankness. Almost 
without hesitation Mr. MacDonald advised him to act. 

It was on his return from this visit that King Boris laid me 
foundations of his friendship with the late King Alexander 
of Yugoslavia. The story of this friendship is a cimous one 
greatly to King Boris’s credit, and for the sake of historical 
accuracy I give the facts as they are known to me. Twelve 
years ago it fell to my lot to make the arrangements for an 
Lterview bem^een the late King Alexander of Yugoslavia 
and the late Sir Peter Bark, the former Rusaan Finance 
Minister, and at that time my banking chief. At dus audicn^ 
Sir Peter pleaded for a better understanding tetw^ the 
Yugoslavs and the Bulgarians. Sir Peter made his plea as a 
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Slav. He had already seen King Boris and had secured his 

approval. But when he told King Alexander of King 
go^will, the Yugoslav monarch was not impressed and 

rephed coldlv; “C’est le fils de son pere”! 

VinfT Alexander’s mistrust of Bulgaria was accompanied 
by a pohey of pin-pricks on the part of the Yugoslav 
Government. OccasionaUy sword-thrusts and even gun¬ 
powder added a more sinister touch to the pm-pneks, and 
this pohey lasted until September of i 933 . when King Bom 
was on his way home from Balmoral. Perhaps the 
atmosphere of the Scottish Highlands struck some chord of 
sympathy in his heart. At any rate he decided to act. On to 
way to Sofia he had to pass through Belgrade. From the 
Yugoslav frontier he telegraphed to King Alexander sapng 
that he w^ould like very much to see him at the station. 
Taken by surprise and having Uttle time to consult his 
Ministers, King Alexander went to the station. The two 
Kings, neighbours and rulers of brother races, had never 
met as kings, though as Crowm Prince of Serbia Alexander 
had attended the coming-of-age celebrations of Prince 
Boris of Bulgaria at Sofia in 1912. Their first conversation 
as ruling monarchs took place, fifteen years after a war to 
end war and establish a League of Nations, in a carriage of 
the Simplon Egress. The talk started badly. King Alexan¬ 
der w’as stiff and began by calling King Boris Your 
Majesty” and addressing him as “vous”. King Boris boldly 
turned the “vous” into a “tu” and the “Your Majesty into 
p lain “Alexander”, reminding him that they were more 
than relations, because they w^ere kings of brother peoples 
w^ho had the same religion and the same customs and almost 
the same language, and recalling the festivities of 1912. 

King Alexander responded generously to this advance. 
The train, "which should have stopped for only tw^enty-one 
minutes, remained standing for nearly an hour. There and 
then the tw’^o Kings arranged in secret that next month King 
Alexander should visit Euxinograd, King Boris’s Palace 
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near Vama on the Black Sea. In October the Yugoslav 
cruiser Dubrovnik bore King Alexander and Queen Marie to 
Euxinograd, where they were received by King Boris and 
Queen Joanna. The ^endship, begun at the Be^;rade 
station, grew and flourished to die benefit of both countries. 
Next winter the Bulgarian sovereigns paid a state visit to 
Be^ade. In the summer King Alexander came to Sofia, 
and firom these meetings sprang the Bulgar-Yugoslav Pact 
of Friendship. 

It was King Boris’s coura^ which won King Ale x a n d er ’s 
admiration and eventual affection. King Boris motored him 
all round Sofia, and at Plovdiv the two Kings left th^ car 
and walked through the streets unguarded. 

King Alexander, a soldier and a brave man, was a litde 

astoni^ed: ^ -i «ci 

*‘This is the first time since my accession ,he^d, that I 

have ever walked in the streets without an escort 

“I am my own detective”, said King Boris, and to-day 

yours. I am a fetdist. What is written is written.” 

To^y, King Boris has few enemies outside me ra^ of 
the prof^onal politidans and the a^tators, and his dis¬ 
interested devotion to his country is widely recogni^ He 
has no vices. A poor man, he makes no display md 
no pubhc money. In these days prophecy is a foolish indi^ 
gence, but I should say that he will go far and that he wul 
keep his throne as long as most kings in Europe except our 


In particular, he has a firm hold on the afifecrions of the 
Bulgarian peasants. They have reason to admire him, tor he 
has done much for them and for Bulgaria. 



CHAPTER TEN 


ON THE DAY after my audience at the Palace I paid a visit, 
with the King s permission, to Vrania, the royal estate eight 
miles to the south-east of Sofia. The estate is large and con¬ 
tains two palaces which stand side by side. They are full of 
indifterent paintings of the King’s Coburg and Bourbon 
relations and with their lack of comfort look more like 
museums than palaces. King Ferdinand and King Boris are 
both versatile and talented men, but neither, I imagine, had 
he been put to earn his Hving as a modem decorator, would 
have prospered- The gardens, however, are magnificent. 
Here in summer gaily-coloured butterflies and moths of 
every size and kind abound and are a source of joy to King 
Boris who is never happier than when pursuing his ento¬ 
mological studies- Had he not been a king, his father would 
have won fame as an ornithologist. King Boris is accepted by 
scientists as a serious entomologist. He is at heart a country 
lover and is credited with the remark that cities are like ant- 
heaps but not so well regulated, 

Vrania is a country microcosm of its own. The large 
wooded park, which contains rare timbers, is a kind of 
Whipsnade in which the diflferent specimens of European 
deer roam at liberty. There is a large model farm on which 
the Kin g studies and practises the newest agricultural deve¬ 
lopments. The whole estate is managed, under the King’s 
personal supervision, by a German named Schacht. He is a 
Muenchener and no relation of the President of the Reichs- 
bank. 

In the brilliant winter sunshine I foimd Vrania very attrac¬ 
tive, and the view, for which special rides among the trees 
have been cut, is enchanting, hi all countries to^y kings 
have a hard life. King Boris is a lonely man. But he has his 
compensations, and Vrania is one of them. 

i6^ 
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The King, who hkes his subjects to share what he himself 
enjoys, has given a park to Sofia. It is called the Boris Park, 
and here you may see young Bulgaria at play. In the Park 
itself tkaring in winter and t ennis in summer are the two chief 
pastimes. Close by is the football stadium and the swimming 
pool. The Bulgarians, who are a fine race physically, are 
quite good at games and at football hold their own with the 
other European countries. This means that they have nearly 
reached the best English standard. But they do not impress 
you as a people slavishly devoted to sport, and walking 
seems to be their chief enjoyment, perhaps because it is the 
cheapest. On Sundays you will see them walking in the 
Park in stohd family groups. Even the children could not 
make me alter my impression that the average Bulgarian 
regards sport as something beyond his purse and perhaps 

beyond his sense of dignity. - i • m r 

Sofia has a passion for sutues, and the Boris Park is full of 
Uttle busts set on the top of short pedestals. They commemo¬ 
rate the names of Bulgaria’s Utde-known great men. I ^o 
found an image of Lord Kitchener, actually, I thint the b«t 
likeness of him that I have ever seen in stone. It is almost the 
only Brithh feature, except the Legation, in Sofia. But the 
name on the pedestal is not Kitchener’s. The statue, erect^ 
by the Art-Industrial School of Sofia, is to Ivan Vazoff. 

Sofia’s national poet. 

To the sophisticated foreigner Sofia presents few re^- 

dvc Th.ce b - gf 

laxation or the diplomat 



rpXrSi. and I dfaU Kmembet nU r & on^ 

icTso cleat ^id invigo^dnn Aa, I 
with Udy Petenon leaving the staid and dignified Maunc 

fiir bchintL 
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First we went to Bojana, which is already halfway up die 
mountain and more than five miles distant from Sofia. Here 
in a htde wooded enclosure is the curious church of St. 
Panteleimon. It is built in three portions and in uvo storeys. 
The upper storey which is still used as a church dates fiom 
the thirteenth century. The lower part is even older and goes 
back to 1100. The fa^de and entrance are modem. 

In the htde cemetery, shaded by firs, is the grave of Queen 
Eleanor, the second wife of King Ferdinand. Long before 
she died, she chose this quiet mountain retreat as her last 
resting-place, and the grave has been cared for by King 
Boris. In the old part of the church, below curious rwxlfth 
century frescos representing the ancient Bulgarian Tsars as 
Christs, I saw the ribbons, still carefully preserved, of the 
wreaths sent by the Royal famdies of Europe to the Queen’s 
fimeraL There w'as one from the Kaiser, one from the Em¬ 
peror Karl and the Empress Zita, and among many others 
one, I think, from the King of Spain. But there was none 
from any member of the British Royal Family or from any 
of the Allied monarchs. Queen Eleanor died in 1917, and in 
war-time kings must hate as their subjects hate. 

From Bojana we came back on our steps and took another 
mountain road which leads to the monastery of Dragalevzi 
and beyond it. Indeed, the road climbs almost to “Aleko”, 
the shelter-hut for skiers, over 5,000 feet above sea-level. It 
was a Saturday afternoon, and on our way we passed the 
long trail of young Bulgarians, trudging on foot from Sofia 
to “ski” on Vitosha, Viewed from the istance, they looked 
like ants on a white sheet. They would not reach the ski-ing 
slopes till dark. They would deep the night in a cold hut. 
They w'ould “ski” all Sunday morning. Then in the after¬ 
noon they would set out cheerfully on the long ten-mile 
walk back to Sofia. Their perseverance and their enthusiasm 
were a joy to behold. Here w^as no softness or enervating 
luxury. I could not help wondering how many British boys 
would care to “ski” in similar conditions. 
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We, alas, made nine-tendis of the dimb by motor-car, and 
I felt ashamed. Beauty should be approach^ with a proper 
reverence and demands for its appreciation a definite mental 
effort. In my heavy fiir-coat I did climb a distance of a 
quarter of a mile to a natural terrace and was rewarded for 
my energy by a scene whidi left me awe-struck by its 
majesty. Here Zeus should have had his throne, for firom 
Vitosha he could have looked down on a larger world than 
his glance ever commanded from Mount Olympus. The 
whole plateau, ninety miles long and fifty broad, lay opai to 
the eye. It was like an oUve-green lake surrounded by huge 
jagged walU of porphyry. And the beauty of the scene was 

intensified by a silence that was spiritual. 

Only two Uttle bills disturbs the even Harness of the 
plateau. Both w’ere in or near Sofia. On one, in Sofia itself, 
stood the French Instimte, the imposing centre of French 
cultural propaganda; on the other, five miles to the south¬ 
east, was the American College of Simeonovo, the only 

home of Anglo-Saxon culture in die Balkans. 

At the inviurion of Dr. Bbck, die President, I visited 
Simeonovo and inspected the College. I have no hesitarion 
in describing it as the finest institution of its kind m ten™ 
and south-eastern Europe. Here, in fine buildings mpably 
situated under the shadow of Vitosha, some five ^dred 
Bulgarian girls and bop, ranging from the ages of fomtem 
to menty, are brought up as Anglo-Saxons and taught the 

benefits of Anglo-Saxon culture. 

The College has an excellent library, a theatt^ 
dining-hall, and carpentry and engineering shops. The house 
system is in force, and, although games are not compi^iy. 
they are encouraged. Inter-house compenaons Ao^sk “ 
^ Simeonovo bears some resemUance to an Eng- 

school. But there are many differences, m my 
osdy to the advantage of Simeonovo. There are 
or monitors. Their place is taken by house and 
committees. Except for a few charwomen there 
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are no College servants. The boys and girls clean their 
rooms and make their own beds. In the dining-room they 
wait on each other, the waiters and waitresses receiving a 
small salary for their services. The salary helps to pay the 
annual school fee of fifty pounds, which, although insigni¬ 
ficant to the Western purse, is very high for Bulgaria. 

I made a round of the classrooms and was prodigiously 
impressed by the fluency of the pupils. They spoke Engl^h 
far, far better than the English and American boys and girls 
in Swiss schools ever speak French. They do well, too, after 
leaving the College- About sixty of the hundred boys and 
girls who had left during the past two years were then 
studying abroad. Nearly all of them had won scholarships. 
Of the sixty half were in Germany; the others were divided 
among many countries. 

Dr. Black beUeves that the giving of scholarships to 
foreign students is the best form of cultural propaganda in 
which any country can indulge, but he lays great stress on 
the importance of choosing the scholars firom boys and girls 
who are likely, on their return, to play an important part in 
the pubUc life of their own country. 

He also gave me a graphic account of the propaganda 
eflforts of other countries in Bulgaria. As far as expenditure 
goes, the Germans and ItaUans are the big spenders. The 
Germans have their own schools in Sofia. They are run by 
the Reich and are inspected by the Reich. Those children 
who are German subjects must join the Hitler-Jugend and 
give the Heil Hider greeting. The German schoolmasters 
cannot force the Bulgarian children who visit the school to 
follow these precepts, but at any rate the example is there. 
Germany, too, gives a large number of fi:ee scholarships to 
enable Bulgarian students to spend a year at a German uni¬ 
versity or technical high school. 

The Italian effort is no less intense, and in Sofia you can sec 
the pupils of the Italian school walking in the streets in semi- 
military formation and giving the Fascist salute. Not all 

M 
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these children are Italians. These foreign schools are popular 
with the Bulgarian citizens because of die opportunity which 
they ofifer of learning a foreign language. Free or heavily 
subsidised trips to Italy are also a prominent feature of 
Italian propaganda. 

Dr. Black thinks that the Germans and the I talians overdo 
their propaganda, but that Britain and the United States do 
too Utde. He would gladly co-operate with us, not only be¬ 
cause the College depends for its financial sinews on private 
subscriptions fi:om the United States and since the slump 
they are not so readily forthcoming, but also because he b^ 
heves in the spread of Anglo-American civilisation as the 
most important factor in the maintenance of world peace. 
At present he is fighting a lone batde for, in a coimtry which 
is traditionally pro-British and which still counts Gladstone 
as one of its heroes, we do practically nodiing to increase our 
influence. Up to the spring of 193 8 the British Council had 
given one scholarship to a Bulgarian, and this solitary award 
went to a boy violimst. 

I do not criticise the British CoundL In the few years of 
its existence it has done splendid work. But it has no money, 
for the British Government still regards propaganda, perhaps 
not unnaturally, as something rather sh^efiil, as something 
aldn to secret service. And Ae people of Britain take Utde 
interest in this important side-line of foreign a£feics. The 
Alliance Fran^aise, w'hich does a great work for French cul¬ 
ture all over the world, is supported very largely by private 
subscriptions, and these come mainly fi-om the l»ge Frmch 
fipanrial and industrial concerns. The big British business 
man is apathetic to cultural propaganda He wants to 
know how it will help him to sell more textiles, or i 


ore 


guns 


_s attitude, I think, is short-sighted. There are a hundred 

institutions in Britain which could endow five scholarship 
a year and not notice the cost. Two hundred pounds would 
oav for one scholarship. A thousand pounds a year bxaa. a 
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hundred concerns would provide five hundred scholarships. 
It would be, I am sure, a profitable investment. 

The average British reader may say: Why bother about the 
Balkans which have always been a source of rouble ^ 
world? The anssv'er is that the Balkans have changed. They 
represent an increasingly virile force, for they ^e, wath 
Russia, almost the only part of Europe which still shows a 

large surplus of births over deaths. In fifty y^s, permps m 
twenty-five years, Rumania and Yugoslavia ■vsill have a 
population as large as Britain. Even Bulgaria with her six 
million population has approximately the same surplm ot 
births over deaths as Britain and a surplus seven times as high 
as that of Sweden. Yet the population of Sweden is slightly 
larger rban that of Bulgaria, and Britain s population is seven 
times as large. ^ 7 e can no longer afford to ignore tlie 
Balkans. They are just now in a state of rapid flux. They re¬ 
present what I should call the guus and butter states. The 
guns of other Powers are at their gates, forcing them to 
Spend large sums on their own defence. Yet I am convinced 
riia t their sole ambition is not war or conquest, but peace in 
which to develop their resources. Their cultural urge is 
great, yet to-day they are being pulled by the cars by various 
Great Powers, Their naturd inclination leans towards 
Western civilisation and with a little encouragement they 

can be drawn in that direction. 

^t^hen I descended from Simeonovo, I came back into the 
lower world, and my last two days in Sofia were strenuously 
mundane. First, there was the big farewell party at the Lega¬ 
tion on the eve of Sir Maurice Petcrson*s departure for 
Bagdad, All Sofia was present, and, feeling like an intruder 
in a huge family party, I withdrew to a point of vantage on 
the stairs to watch the entry of the diplomatists. For some 
time I amused myself by trying to guess the representatives 
of the different nations. My every guess was wrong. 

There was a tall, lean man with angular features, well- 
brushed iron-grey hair, and a monocle. He w’^as hkc Sii 
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George Clerk without a moustache and ought obviously to 
have been a distinguished English actor. He was the Frmch 
military attache. There was a good-looking young man 
whose languid manner and ^uldessly cut dress-coat seemed 
to indicate Econ and Savile Row. He was the Romanian 
First Secretary. When I was told that a gende.and soft- 
spoken man who looked like a distinguished musician or 
poet vras the Italian military attache, I gave up my &ce- 
rcading as useless and moved over to the orchestra. It was 
composed of Russians. They played dance music execrably. 
This was perhaps not surprising, for most of them had lost 
an arm or a leg in the war. They were, in fact, Russian in¬ 
valids. The leader told me that there were 24,000 Russian 
refugees in the country and that out of her modest budget 
Bulgaria set aside fifteen million levas for their support. 
Slavs have the old clan spirit of the Scottish Highlmder. 
They quarrel violendy, but in adversity their generosity to 
the fallen brother is noble. 


I was rescued from my wallflower position by Maurice 
Peterson who scolded me violendy. “You ve got to make 
this show go- You must dance. Pick out the prettiest girl in 

the room and Til introduce you.’* 

I did not hesitate. Early in the evening I had already picked 
out a radiant creature with blue eyes and flaxen hair who 
looked like a Nordic goddess. I indicated my choice. 

“No,” said the prudent Maurice, “I diik you d better 
begin somewhere else. She’s the typist of the Consulate. 

Look again and choose a Bulgarian.” 

I looked, and, full of good intentions, made a careM 

scrutiny of the room. “There,” I said, drawing Maimcc s 
attention to a quiet and distinguished-looking girl with ob¬ 
vious Slav features, “I’d like to dance with her.” 

“No, you won’t,” said Maurice quite impatiently, she s 

the Passport Office typist.” 

I gave up diis unequal contest. The show did not require 
being made to go. It was going very nicely by itself both m 
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the ballroom and in the buffet. Assigning to myself 
the modest but more usefiil task of plymg Bulgaria 
Ministers with champagne and whisky, I withdrew to the 


bufiet. . 

Half way through the evening came the big surprise ot me 

party. For days past the Legation ballroom had been t^en 
over by the British Consul. At one end a stage had been 
erected and curtained off. There had been mysterious rehear¬ 
sals from which the Minister and Lady Peterson had been 
rigorously excluded. Now we were shepherded into the 
ballroom. The Hghts were extinguished, and the cun^ 
went up on an Eastern scene which drew all its inspiration 
from the more sensual verses of Omar Khayyam. Maurice 
was going to Bagdad. The Consul and the Passport Officer 
had written a musical review which was to show Bagdad in 


all its glory to the Bulgarians. 

It is true that the glory belonged more to the era of 
Haroun Al Rasdiid than to the present, and in the plot I 
noticed generous borrowings from the Thousand and One 
Nights. 

A harem figured in most of the scenes. The story opened 
with the usuS Oriental pimp guide introducing an Arab 
trader to the Pasha’s ladies. They welcome him because he 
brings them the latest novelties of the Parisian beauty par¬ 
lour. While he is selling his wares and doing a Uttle private 
business of a more romantic nature on his own account, the 
Pasha, attended by a giant eunuch with an executioner’s 
sword, enters. A tragic ending is averted by the news that an 
aeroplane is seen approaching in the sky. All Bagdad turns 
out to welcome the new British ambassador. 


I do not know how much the Bulgarians tmderstood of 
the words, but they josded each other in their eagerness to 
see the daughters of their own Ministers and of the foreign 
diplomatists dressed in the regulation trousers of the harem 
and dancing Oriental dances. Obviously Sofia was progress¬ 
ing. Most visitors dwell on its Oriental aspect. I cannot say 
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that I noticed it. It is a thousand times less Oriental than 
Moscow. It is becoming more Western every day. 

Maurice took his grand entry with his usual immobility 
of countenance. I coidd not guess whether he 'was pleased or 
vexed, nervous or completely at ease. His ability to maA his 
feelings is, I think, the reason for his great success with Orien¬ 
tals- He never loses his dignity even in the most embarrassiDg 
situation. 

A few years ago he was Acting British High Commissioner 
in Egypt. He had then been married about nine years. Dur¬ 
ing his period of office he went with his wife to Jerusalem. 
He visited Omar’s mosque, where he was received by the 
head Imam. The Mohammedan priest had read in the papers 
that Sir Miles Lampson, the British High Commissioner, had 
recendy married. Understanding none of the subdedes of 
such distinedons as “Acting”, he insisted on regarding 
Maurice as Sir Miles and redted a long prayer for the health 
and welfare of the bride and bridegroom and for the 
fecundity of the marriage. 

At this moment Mrs. Peterson, as she then was, interrup¬ 
ted him in her bazaar Arabic: “But I have three boys Al¬ 
ready,” 

The I mam beamed with delight. Obviously he thought 
that Sir Miles Lampson was a hcU-of-a-fellow to have bad 
three boys in less than nine months, and the tadtom 
Maurice, xmdring in his seal for the maintenance of British 
prestige, did nothing to disillusion him. 

On my last evening, as the Petersons had to go to another 
farewell party given in their honour by the Bulgarian Prime 
Minister, I dined at the Diplomatic Club with our First 
Secretary and our Consul- I spent a pleasant evening com¬ 
paring notes with them on ffie Diplomatic and Consular 
services of yesterday and to-day. I reserve my judgment 
about the Diplomatic service, although I t hin k that the intd- 
lectual standard is higher to-day than it was before the war. 
But I am quite sure that the Consular service is 6r more 
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eflScient than it was in my dme. In bygone days the Balk^s 
were a snare and a temptation for many young Consula 
oflScers. The removal of Anglo-Saxon restraints and the lone¬ 
liness of the life seemed to undermine their moral rraistancc. 
and the tale of mismarriagcs and alcohohc breakdowns is 

quite a long one. ■ 

There is one Balkan hotel where the porter still pomts out 

the hooks to which a certain Consul, after throwmg all his 

whisky bottles out of the ssnndow, used to chain his wrists, 

in order to prevent himself from going out again to buy 

more drink. He is long since dead, but there was a ccrum 

heroism in these desperate measures of self-defence which m 

my weaker moments I somcumes envy. 

Since the war, both Balkan life and Consular life have 

changed. The new ty-pe of British Consular Officer is a man 
of wide knowledge and culture. Very often he has niissed 
the Diplomatic service by only a few marks, and it is not 
always the Diplomatic service which gets the better man. 
To-day, a Consular Officer’s duties leave him httle time for 
leisure and temptation. His work brings him into contact 
with every stratum of the population, and to a Minister who 
knows how to use him his expert knowledge can be invalu¬ 
able. In the Balkans I am especially grateful to Consuls like 
Mr. Cecil Rapp of Zagreb and Mr. Boyd ToUington of 
Sofia, not only for their hospitahty and kindness, but also for 
much inside information which I could not have acquired 
elsewhere. 

Britain is the only Great Power which still makes a dis¬ 
tinct cleavage between its Diplomatic and Consular Services. 
I hope to hve to see some form of amalgamation between the 
two services. Both, I feel sure, would benefit, and we shall 
never have a really first-class foreign representation until the 
dams are broken down and the gates of promotion opened 
wider. 

After our dinner we went on to the raspberry fool theatre 
to see a Bulgarian presentation of Chaikovsky’s ballet Tlie 



■** 


176 GUNS OR BUTTER 

Sleeping Beauty. The orchestra was good and die decor sur¬ 
prisingly attractive. I found an old friend in the producer. 
Max Frohmann, the brother of Marguerite Frohmann, the 
Moscow ballerina. But in spite of some Russian assistance (he 
dancing was a heavy and rather laboured imitation of the 
Moscow classical school. 

We had to leave before the end. We had persuaded 
Maurice Peterson that it was part of his education to visit a 
Sofia Nachtlokal before he left the Bulgarian capitaL He had 
promised to meet us there after die Prime Minister’s party, 
and on pain of his displeasure he had charged us to be there 
before lum. The adventure was one of my less successful ex¬ 
periments, The place was called L’Etoile, but there was no¬ 
thing star-like about its site. It was, in fact, litde more than a 
cellar, and the entrance was situated at the foot of a long 
stair of stone steps. It was the most break-neck descent to 
Avemus that I have ever seen. 

We sat in a kind of horse-box with low partitions, and 
very soon we were joined by Maurice. His arrival created a 
mild curiosity. I doubt if a Sofia Nachdokal had ever before 
been graced by a guest in white tic and dress-coat. Certainly 
the other guests were not distinguished either by dieir per¬ 
sonal appearance or by their dress. They were not numerous 
and they were, I think, all foreigners. There were Jew traders 
and German commercial travellers. They did not sit to¬ 
gether. But they showed no signs of hatred. Nachdokals are 
great levellers, and in the smo^ atmosphere of L’Etoile the 
Germans neither drew their rohes aside nor showed any fear 
of racial contamination. There was a fat and ugly Turk who, 
our Consul told me, was a rich tobacco merchant. On a 
raised dais a nondescript orchestra played a blaring jazz 
music, and every now and then a h^d-faced and ang u l a r 
soubrette came to the loud-speaker and sang the words of the 

tune in a guttural English. i i l i 

We sat dowm and ordered w hisky. In Sofia me NacM^ 

exists only for the more civilised foreigner, and he is righdy 
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made to pay for his civilisation. For a weak and watered 

whisky we were charged seven shillings a glass. 

A variety programme was in progress. It was smpnsmg y 
good, but not good enough to make a success of “Y 
ms. There was an embarrassing arrangement which I was un¬ 
able to alter. The artistes and 3 ie dancing girls sat at a roimd 
table at the end of the dandng-floor. Unfort^tely, mear 
table was alongside ours, and very soon, scenting wealth m 
Maurice s stiff shirt-front, they began to ogle us and to ask 
for drinks and cigarettes. It was obvious that here they com¬ 
bined tvt'O roles and that their salaries were only a small part 

of their means of subsistence. »i j 

I looked at Maurice’s face. It was as hard as Aberdeen 

granite. In vain I tried to refrll his glass with whisky. In v^ 

Tollington, our Consul, tried to create “Stimmung by 

/lan n'n g on the Small revolving table which was the one 

modem feature of the place. Maunce became more digm- 

fied, more solemn, more tadtum. We left early. As we 

climbed the long steps which led us back into the fresh 

Maurice gave a ’’phew ’ of rehef. It was the first time his bps 

had mov^ for nearly an hour. 

I left Sofia the next day. The year before, I had made my 
way to the station in a misty dawn with the Legation villas 
gradually emerging through the greyness from their gar¬ 
dens. During the short drive I had seen the sun rise like a ball 
of fire until it dispelled all the clouds. The picture hved in 
my memory as a symbol of Bulgaria’s post-war struggles. 

On this occasion I left a peaceful dty under a starht night. 
Maurice came to the station to see me off, and as we said 
goodbye I wondered rather sadly if ever I should be able to 
afford the journey to Bagdad. His promotion had been 
rapid, and I was glad for his sake. But selfishly I wished that 
he could have remained in the Balkans. 

I liked these Slav countries. There was something in my 
nature which could not resist the Slav appeal. Perhaps it 
sprang from my Russian experiences. But I doubted this. 
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Beyond a natural curiosity I had no particular desire to re¬ 
turn to Russia. But I meant to go back to the Balkans, and 
during these last tw'o years I had been fortunate in having old 
associates there. I had begun my career in the Foreign Office 
in die same room \\-ith Sir Ronald Campbell, our Minister 
in Belgrade. I had shared a house 'with Maurice in Prague, 
In Russia, in 1918, I had lived for some -weeb with Sir 
Reginald Hoare, now our Minister in Bucharest. In their 
dilTcrent ways diey are exceptionally talented men. 

Such a happy combination of circumstances, I reflected, 
could never occur again. 



CHAPTER ELEVEN 


the journey from Sofia to iJucbarcst is one oi 
beauty. The railway line runs through the deep gorge of the 
Isker valley. There are few signs of habitation, and the nioun- 
tain scenery is wild and romantic. As for the Isker, it is the 
Queen of highland rivers, faster than the Spey, more dcs^ 
late than the Morar or die Gruinard. I have often seen the 
Bavarian Iser which inspired Campbell’s weU-kno^ line 
“of Iser rolling rapidly”. He could never have seen the Bul¬ 
garian Isker tearing its rugged course through the rocks and 
boulders of the narrow defile. It looks like the ideal salmon 
river. But I should not care to wade it. Nor should I like to 
risk my life on the narrow bridges, made of brushwood 
stretched across four wires, over which the Bulgarians walk 
and even drive their sheep with an easy nonchalance. 

I have alw'a)*s enjoyed this journey, but I confess that it is 
unnecessarily long. The distance is only four hundred kilo¬ 
metres. Yet the train takes fourteen hours, and there is a four 
hours* wait at the Danube frontier. I can, therefore, sympa¬ 
thise in an acutely personal sense widi King Boris s desire for 
his bridge across^ tKe Danube. Not that I liad any personal 
grounds for complaint. Thanks to the intervention of M. 
Krucescu, an old Prague friend, and at that moment the 
Rumanian Minister in Sofia and an ardent advocate of a 


Bulgarian-Rumanian understanding, I was given every 
fiidlity by the Rumanian authorities and was piloted through 
the customs and across the river by the Rumanian Consul. 
Other travellers, however, are not alwa^'s so fortunate, and 
the Danube bridge should and must be built. 

Alas! there are few^ foreigners to agitate for its construc¬ 
tion, and no one makes this journey unless he is compelled 
by dire necessity. There are very few British visitors to Bul¬ 
garia. Sir Maurice Peterson was Minister in Sofia for nearly 
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two years. During his period of office there were only 
twenty-four entries in the Legation visitors* book, and 
among these my name figured twice. 

In the past it was, I am convinced, Rumania’s fixed policy 
to isolate Bulgaria, More recently the policy of good ndgh- 
bourliness has begun to operate, and Rumania has now 
placed an order for a train-ferry which will be ready in 1939. 
It will not be so convenient as a bridge, but it will certahily 
be a welcome improvement. 

During my four hours* wait between Russe and Giurgiu, 
the Bulgarian and Rumanian fi-ontier stations, I found plenty 
to occupy my time, I am never bored beside a river, airf here 
there was the Danube, It is not blue. I do not suppose that it 
has been blue for centuries. But it is always immensely im¬ 
pressive, especially at dawn and at sunset. The horizon seems 
to stretch to the end of the world. On the north bank a grace¬ 
ful line of poplan harmonises admirably with the gende flow 
of the great river. To the west there is an island covered with 
low wallow's. On week-days fleets of barges and tugs ply a 
busy trade. But on a Sunday they are tied up alongside the 
wh^cs of Giurgiu, Towm and river seem asleep, and the 
silence is broken only by the whirr of a gaggle of geese as it 
spreads its arrow flight across the sky. 

The barges carry oil, for Giurgiu is connected by a pipe 
line with the great Rumanian oilfields at Plocsri. Most of the 
barges fly British flags, and I saw tw’O splendid new motor- 
barges which also flew the Red Ensign of Britain. They take 
Rumanian oil up the Danube. Much of it goes to Germany. 
I have no strong political convictions. I belong to no politi¬ 
cal party. But there arc some things which I find difficult to 
reconcile with the peace aims to which I suppose every civi¬ 
lised man and woman subscribe. We democratic pcacc-lov- 
ing peoples five in fear of armed aggression. With sound 
reason we dread the ambitions of certain nations. There is a 
grave danger of Europe being divided into two warring 
groups. Yet each group helps the other to equip itself with 
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the weapons of war. Britain supplies Germ^y wA much 
of the raw material for her re-armament. British Malaya, 
populated mainly by Chinese, sends much-needed iron ore 
to Japan. Italy makes warships for Russia, If this is the 
essence of capitalism, there is something wrong with the 

capitalist sj'stem. . 

The traveller who crosses over from Russe to Giurgiu 

must be struck at once by one contrast. He is leaving a poor 
country for a rich one. Russe looks asleep and poverty- 
stricken. You feel the wealth of Rumania the moment you 
set foot on the wharf of Giurgiu. Since my last visit, only 
twelve months before, there had been a vast transformation. 
Everywhere were signs of b u i ldin g activity. Already the 
foundations for the new train-ferr)' pier had been laid. A 
new Customs House had begun to raise its head. Given effi¬ 
cient and honest administration, Rumania will be one of the 
richest countries of Europe anffi if the present birth-rate is 
maintained, its population of twenty rnillions will double 

itself in fifty years. 

On arriving at Bucharest I found a breathless Legation 
chauffeur on die platform to meet me. Sir Reginald Hoare 
had kindly sent his car to Giurgiu to save me the tedious 
railway journey to Bucharest. The chauffeur, who had been 
delayed on the road, had missed me at Giurgiu and had 
raced the train all the way back, giving it half-an-hour’s 
start and a beating. 

It was pleasant to stay at the British Legation, although as 
a house it is small and hardly worthy of the might, majesty 
and dominion of the British Empire. On my 1937 visit I had 
beoi there in a semi-official capacity. I had been officially 
shepherded. I had been entertained by the Rumanian Gov¬ 
ernment. There had been speeches and other fomiahries 
which always unnerve me. Now my rime was more or less 
my own and, without wishing to appear ungrateful to a 
very hospitable nation, I must admit that I preferred my 
fre^om. 
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There are obvioxis advantages in bang the British Mini- 
sta’s guest. You are given every opportunity of meeting die 
high oflScials of the country to which the Minister is ac- 
aedited, and in the privacy of the Minister’s study you have 
the invaluable advantage of being able to compare your own 
impressions with the inside knowledge of an ^perienced 
diplomatist. As hosts Sir Reginald and Lady Hoare were 
perfect. In the evenings they took me everywhere they went 
themselves. They arrai^ed luncheon and dinn er parties for 
me. They put me into touch with everyone that I wanted to 
see, and in the mornings and afternoons they allowed me to 
do what I liked. 

I lived a strenuous life. In the normal course of Nature 
Bucharest should have been under a mantle of snow at the 
beginning of March, But the winter of 1938 wasa freakish 
one, and for weeks the sun shone from a cloudless sky. The 
air was warmer than the average temperature of an English 
June, and my fiir-coat was merely an unnecessary piece of 
luggage. 

In these ideal conditions Bucharest was an enchanting city, 
and I spent many happy hours in admiring the modem Am¬ 
erican architecture, of which the new telephone building is 
tlic outstanding example, and in exploring the fest disappear¬ 
ing old comers. For the dty is changing its physiognomy 
with startling rapidity, and already the Bucharest of 1938 is 
as different from the pre-war Bucharest as is the modem 
San Frandsco from the wooden shacks of the fint gold- 


diggers. 

If Bucharest is changing, so, too, are the Rumaman people. 
In the past, I was, like many of my countrymen, prejudi^ 
against die Rumanians, mainly Ix^use I dioi^t thra 
virile than die Yugoslavs and the Bulgarians. I think that 
most Englishmen make the mistake of judging Rumani^ 
by the mundane world of Bucharest. On the suifece, BuchiH 
rest society is pleasandy easy-going, mildly vain, and 
slighdy dfetc. But generalisations arc dangerous, and you 
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can match every volatile member of Rumaman society 
with a serious one. 

Prominent among the titled leaders of Rumanian society 
are the Cantacuzenes. You could find no more serious 
intellectual than the tall, ascetic-looking Prince George Can- 
tacuzene. He recendy spent three months roughing it in the 
deserts of Syria, Irak and Arabia in order to paint. He has a 
studio in a high flat overlooking all Bucharest, and here he 
works twelve hours a day. He is a painter of distinction, but 
he has a higher claim to fame. He is one of the leading archi¬ 
tects who to-day are altering die face of their country. He 
docs not stand alone in his seriousness. But there are other 
types whose ultra-worldliness leaves an impression of 
fiivohty. And these contrasts you will find throughout 
Rumanian society. 

Tact and a guard on one’s tongue are essential in Bucharest. 
The Rumanians are sensitive. They resent very much being 
stigmatised as Balkan, They regard their country as the East¬ 
ern outpost of Western civilisation, and in some respects they 
do not exaggerate. Their culture is mainly French. Most Ru¬ 
manians of good family have studied at a French university. 
They arc excellent linguists and arc very well-read. On the 
whole I think that it is fair to say that their culture is higher 
than their character. In the past the big famdies have run 
Rumania, and the administration has not been good. The 
cultural mind of Rumania may be Western, but the methods 
of government have always been semi-Oriental. 

Even to-day it woidd be easy to write a book on Bucha¬ 
rest scandals, beginning with the currency smugglen and 
ending with Madame Lupescu. It has been done by other 
writers, but I shall not follow their example if only because 
these scandals are merely the froth on the surface of a Ru¬ 
manian life which is changing very rapidly. In recent years 
there has been a strong reaction against corruption in pubUc 
life and against low moral standards. With all its objection¬ 
able features of pro-Nazi-ism amd anti-Semitism the notori- 
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ous Iron Guard was a manifestation of this reaction. I mpy 
some of its members. They had all taken a vow of abstinence 
and asceticism. There was one yoimg man who used to set 
aside weekly a hundred lei (about two English shillings!) 
from his sal^' in order to visit a brothek He took the Iron 
Guard pledge and saves, or perhaps I should say used to save, 
his money, for the Iron Guard has now been disbanded. 

The ascetic cult has been adopted by other young Ru¬ 
manians who have no Iron Guard sympathies. They train 
rehgiously for football, and they play “rugger”. It is true 
that there are only eight or nine Rugby clubs, but the keen¬ 
ness is only less remarkable than the results that have already 
been achieved. In the international match against the picked 
strength of France in Paris, Rumania was beaten by ody ten 
points. Association football, however, is the ^pular game of 
the people. There is a League nm on British Imes, and crowds 
of 50,000 turn out to watch the big matches. 

During my visit I met Rumania’s “rugger” captain. He 
was the son of a rich banker and had been educated in Eng¬ 
land- His manliness and his modesty impressed me greatly. 
He was a natural athlete, had only recently taken up golf, 
and was already one of the best playen in Bucharest. I played 
'With him and Sir Reginald Hoare on the course just outside 
the cits'. A long, winding lake divides most of the holes, and 
one side of the course abuts on a large aerodrome. The 
greens are more sand than grass, and putting, already » 
^t, is not made easier by the aeroplanes, winch, pijo^by 
learners, swoop dossm perilously near ones head before 

Thee young Rumanians sstU undoubtedly have an all- 
important effect on the development of the new Rum^ 
And so, too, ssnll the young Rumanian women, for m Kn- 
woman is superior to man, and the modem yo^ 
Rumanian girl is friU of initiative. At dinner one ^ght I s^ 
next to Princess Marina Stirbey, who is Rumama s Amy Mo 
lison. Her composure was everything that I had imagm 
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wholly un-Rumanian. No Englishwoman could have 
more phlegmatic. She talked of fl>-ing to ^ca or to Aus- 
traha as calmly as I sliould talk of taking the tram to Inver¬ 
ness. She expressed a restrained regret that today there were 
no new fields to explore. She told me one fact wbch lUus- 
trates verv graphically the state of tension m central and 
south-eastern Europe. She could fly. she said, m s« hours 
fi-om Bucharest to Paris. It took her six weeks to obtam the 
necessary permits to fly over the intermediate countries! 

I met numerous virile types among the writers and journa¬ 
lists The most attractive was Mihail Sadoveanu, a fine, big 
fellow, and a disciple of Sir Walter Scott. He made Scott 
popular throughout Rumania, and, while I was in Bucharest, 
one of Scott’s novels was being published as a serial in one of 
the leading Bucharest newspapers. Sadoveanu is one of the 
great novelists of Europe, and his works have been translated 
Lto nearly every European language e.xcept English. He has 
the additional merit in my eyes of being a passionate angler, 
and I hope next spring to accept his standing invitation to re¬ 
turn to Rmnania to throw a fly on the trout streams of the 

Bukostina. 

I met two newspaper men of a different type, for they re¬ 
presented the editor-pohtician. These were M. Lugoseanu 
and M. Gafencu. Both are what we should call young men. 
for they are still well on the right side of fifty. M. Lugoseanu 
was for some years Rumanian Minister in Rome. Then he 
married the daughter of the proprietor of the Universttl, the 
Rumanian newspaper with the largest circulation, and be¬ 
came an editor. He, too, forced me to revise my war impres¬ 
sions of the R umanians . His conversation was severely prac¬ 
tical and devoid of the flamboyant mannerisms of the elder 
Rumanian poUtidans. But his dispassionate analysis of the 
European situation was masterly. His culture and his sym- 
parhipc were Western, but his period of office in Rome had 
impressed him with the strength of die Italian effort. He 
thought that die British made a mistake in under-estimating 

M 
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the armed force of Italy and in thinlcing that arminmif col¬ 
lapse would curb the Ducc’s ambitions. Lack of money had 
never stopped a war; it might easily cause one. There was 
to-day a new Italy which would not die with Signor Mus¬ 
solini. That was a fea with which R umania had to rcckon. 

Pcrsonally, I have always believed that the Berlin-Rome 
axis will be broken not by Anglo-French diplomatic ova:- 
turcs, but by the logic of events in the B alkans Italy has a 
role to play there. In particular, R umania has more to fear 
from G^many than from Italy. In her struggle to 
from economic domination she will look to everyone -nlio 
can help her, and among the potential helpers Italy may 
figure prominendy. 

M. Gafrncu looks British and is pro-British. He is, in 
Scottish by origin. His great-grandfather was a Scot eallpd 
Saunders who, at the invitation of the Tsar, went with his 
wife from Scotland to St. Petersburg to arrange the art 
treasures of the Hermitage. He remained in Russia, and there 
a son was bom to him. The son, who became a Russian sub¬ 
ject, was banished to Bessarabia for being a fieemason. Ihs 
son, M. Gafencu’s frthcr, crossed over into Rumania, and 
tacked the Rumanian name of Gafrncu cm to the ordinal 
Saunders. 

M. Gregory Gafencu is a man to watch. Still young, he is 
more vigorous and more ambitious dian M. Lugoseanu. He 
fought in the war as a young aviator, and for his gallantry in 
the air was given the Briti^ Military Cross. He has been 
Under-Secretary for Foreign Affairs. Fifteen months ago he 
became owner and virtual editor of a newspaper called Thb- 
pul. Under his energetic guidance it lias already nearly cau^ 
up with the circulation of Universul. Earlyin I 93 S> wlttn King 
C^ol was looking for a new administratitm to replace the 
maladroit Goga Government, M. Gafencu put forward the 
idea of a government of “les hommes de quarante ans”. He 
hiiTKplf would, of course, have been one of the quad^ 
genarian minis ters. He is an advocate of M. Stojadmovid’s 
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“politique de bon voisinage”. and favours a 0:ntrd 

Sda, Yugoslavia. Hungary and Rumama. He behev« 
that, if this bloc is not created, Germany vtU deal pieceme 
'wnth all the smaller states and reduce them to economic vas- 


With M. Gafencu I met M. Ghelmegeanu, another of 
“the men of forty”, and also a man whose future career is 
worth watching. M. Ghelmegeanu is a member of the Mamu 
Party, but is inclined to chafe under his leader s lack ot m- 
iative. M. Maniu, as the leader of the Transylvamam, hoi 
much the same position in Rumaman pohncal life as M. 
Macek, the Croat leader, in Yugoslavia. The two men have 
something in common in their caution and m their obstmatt 
attachment to ideological theories. And like M. hlacek, M. 
Maniu, now an elderly politician, is criticised by his younger 

followers for his inactivity. 

M. Ghelmegeanu, who is now Minister of Communica¬ 
tions, told me very frankly how difficult was the position of 
Rumania between Germany and Russia. Every Rumamm, 
he said, who attached himself to a foreign Great Power m- 
evitably committed poUtical suicide. Carp and Margiloinan 
had ruined their careers by their pro-German sympathies. 
To-day, the star of Titulescu had been eclipsed, probably for 
ever, by his pro-Russian policy. M. Ghelmegeanu was yet 
another supporter of the policy of good neighbourliness. 

I think that in one respect the views of these three clever 
Rumanians coincide. They believe that the smaller states of 
central and south-eastern Europe must rely on themselves 
and co-operate as far as possible in order to maintain their 
independence. In particular, they are convinced that Ru¬ 
mania must play her cards very carefully in the game of 
European power politics. She must wait and watch while 
the European drama unfolds itself. There must be no repeti¬ 
tion of the tragedy of 1916. In other words, Rumania must 
adapt her policy to the preponderance of Great Power 
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strength. She will not fight, if she can help it, for any ideo¬ 
logy. She does not want to see either Russians or Germans 
marching through her territory. 

M. Lugoseanu, M. Gafencu and M. Ghelmegeanu ate out¬ 
standing examples of the young Europeanised R umanian. A 
more purely local type is M. Pamfiho Secearu, the owner and 
editor of Currentul and the possessor of the most vitriohe f 
in Europe. Dark as a gipsy, broad-shouldered, self-made, 
vigorous, violent, pro-Itahan and anti-Semitic, he gave me 
one of the most amusing, if shghdy exhausting, mornings in 
my life. For an hour he harangued me on the decadence and 
deiEdencies of Britain. Were we blind to what was happen¬ 
ing in Europe? Were our young men so pappy that they 
still talked pbtitudes of pacifism to an arm^ world? As he 
jerked out his short, succato sentences, he stumped his room, 
his fists clenched and his thick, black hair bristling. Historical 
allusions fiew from his mouth hke sparks from an anvih 
Athens, Carthage, all the vanished empires of the past were 
marshalled to show the ineviuble fate of peoples who grew 
soft through luxury. I stood up to him as best I could, telling 
him that if we were slow to bite we never let go. His white 
teeth Bashed beneath his burly black moustache. 

“Why do you neglect and despise us?” he said vehem- 
mendy. “Can’t you feel the new life that is pulsing here? In 
fifty years, in twenty-five years—bah!—^in ten yeap, Ru¬ 
mania will be one of the great countries of the world!’ 

“Come,” he said. Then he seized me by the arm and drag¬ 
ged me off to inspect his new office, bi^t at great expense 
and superlarivcly modem. As Currentul b not a big money¬ 
maker as newpapers go, many Ru m a ni a n s wonder if ot- 
tain foreign reactionary sutes have not something more than 
an academic interest in its fortunes. As we went froin room 
to room Pamfiho’s pride swelled with every step. And eyctyr 
few seconds he turned to me with a ‘ Can you beat thb in 

London?” ,, . , c u 

I said confidendy that we could—but I was not sure. Such 
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grandiose surroundings were rare in a London newspaper 

Slighdy overw^hclmed, I crawled back to his editorial 
room. He should have been out of breath, for he is plump. 
But his energy was not exhausted. He took me out on to a 

balcony. All Bucharest was at our feet. 

He swept a pugilistic arm towards his own magnificent 

new building. “This is the new Rumania in which I believe 
he shouted. Then he pointed to a low, duty quarter beneath 
us. “That's the old Rumania. That has to be destroyed; that s 
Jewish. That’s why I hate Jews. They cling to thc^East.” 

The quarter was not Jewish. But Pamfiho’s stream of 
words had something of the magnificence of a mountain 
torrent. I do not know how far he wtU go. He is too tem¬ 
pestuous, too extreme, and I imagine that hke most poli¬ 
ticians he can change his opinions with the wind. But if the 
young generation has but a hundredth part of his dymamic 
energy, Rumania will indeed be a great country. 

I had not been able to follow the trend of Pamfiho’s argu¬ 
ment All that I could deduce fi'om his violent abuse was an 
obvious desire that Britain should be strong. And this is less 
curious than it seems. During the past two years I have been 
amazed not only at the number, but also at the different 
types, of people abroad who want Britain to be strong. I 
should not exclude even Signor Mussolini from these dif¬ 
ferent categories. It is true tliat the desire springs mainly fi’om 
fear and self-interest. But it is also prompted by other con¬ 
siderations. There are many Europeans who sec the unfold¬ 
ing of the present European drama as the approach to a 
second Punic War, with Britain and Germany in the roles 
of Carthage and Rome, They want us to win for two 
reasons. They are satisfied that we have no territorial ambi¬ 
tions in Europe. They realise that, aldtough we are Imperial¬ 
ists, we are reasonably tolerant and do not bully overmuch. 
The Germans want their subject races not only to respect the 
mailed fist of Germany, but also to feel it. 
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Curiously, too, the Anglo-Rumanian Society in Bucha¬ 
rest is almost the most active and best-organised in Europe, 
and I have had first-hand experioice of many of these 
societies- It is run almost single-handed by a young Ru¬ 
manian called Mateescu. His aithusiasmissometimes irritat¬ 
ingly overwhelming, but he deserves a gold medal for his 
work. In a country where British influence has been small 
in the past and where British culture is litde known he has 
done marvels. English lessons arc now immensely popular, 
and fi'om small be ginning s and wndi little help from Britain 
the F.nglkh school in Bucharest has now over a thousand 
pupils. 

In duj, the attractive university town of Transylvania, I 
found a similar progress and a more democratic spirit. Hctc 
the excellent Professor Grimm has taught a class of some two 
to three hundred youi^ Rumanian students not only to 
speak fluent English, but also to appreciate the British con¬ 
ception of life. I tailed to many of them. I inspected the Uni¬ 
versity and the students’ hostek, which are run on somewhat 
similar lines to OUT English colleges at a tenth of the cost. I 
limchcd and dined with the professors. I was impressed by 




ok of the students. Their eagem 
enthusiastic. Their ambitions w< 


aheady defined. Every smdent to whom I spoke knew al¬ 
ready what he or she wanted m do in hfe. I was surprised by 
their impheit trust in Britain’s power to keep the peace of 
Europe, and their beUef in the League of Nations was stimu¬ 
lating and a httle pathetic. I think that we all must alter our 
preconceived notions about the decadence of the R umani a n 

^t ^\s true that one can still find many examples of the old 
Rumania, esp«^y in Bucharest. Moral stmdards are soil 
low. PoUti^ corruption and commercial dishon«ty 


difficult for a pretty typist to obtain employ- 

_ : surrendering hers^ to her employer. Bndsh 

Consuls still warn British girl artistes against accepting an 
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eneaeement in any Rumanian town. In Bucharest itself 
there is more carmine to hp and nail soace than in othCT 
capital in Europe, and woman in her fleshiest sense is still the 

main attraction of die middle-aged Bucharest citizOT. 

During my 1938 visit I did not go to any low night haimt, 
but I was taken to the Melody Bar, the fashionable dancing 
place of Bucharest. It was crowded to its full capacity. It was 
eminendy respectable. The women were smart and rapen- 
sively dressed. The men, most of them over fifty, looked 
tired, as though they had had to work too hard to pay for 
their parmers’ clothes. The hard work I suppose, was a fig¬ 
ment of my owTi imagination, and the tired and hcas^ eye- 
hds probably were the result of too many sleepless nights. I 
found the place boring, and, as I always do when l am bored, 
I could not help contrasting tlic display of wealth inside with 
the poverty in the streets. 

On the surface, at any rate, Bucharest is a city made for 
women. Its shops and its amusements cater for women. In 
the Galea Victoriei, the Bond Street of Bucliarcst, you some¬ 
times see two women walking together, but rarely two men. 

Moreover, the average Bucharest male of over forty is 
lazy. He prefers a job in a government department to a busi¬ 
ness office. Bucharest is a city of barbers’ shops. No govern¬ 
ment official shaves himself. He goes to his Ministry early, 
reads the newspapers till ten, and then strolls over to his 
favourite barber’s shop. It is his club. He meets his friends 
here and spends a pleasant hour in discussing politics or the 
latest Bucharest gossip. In the afternoon he spends a similar 
hour in his favourite cafe, wliich is his second club. 

Doubtless, there are many Rumanian officials who work 
long hours on end, and perhaps I am guilty of exaggeration. 
But I owe one back to PamfiHo, and in any case it is an exag¬ 
geration with much truth in it. The result of this easy-going 
indifference is that the commerce of Rumania is largely in 
the hands of the Jews, and, if they were expelled, the eco¬ 
nomic life of the country would come to an immediate 
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standstill. As things are, die happy-go-lucky ineflSciency of 
the Bucharest Rumanian is mainly responsible for the peri¬ 
odical waves of anti-Semitism wliich submerge the country. 
This contrast ol the old Rumania and the new obtrudes 
itself on the foreign visitor wherever he goes. Both pictures 
are true. To-day, Rumania stands at the cross-roads of her 
history, and her rate of progress depends on how quickly the 
energy of the new Rumania can overcome the inertia of the 
old. Personally, I am prepared to put my monev on the new 
Rumania and the new generation. 



CHAPTER TWELVE 


I ARRIVED IN Rumania at a most exciting moment in her poli¬ 
tical life. Only two months before, the Tatarescu Govern¬ 
ment had been defeated at the elections, and a Government 
defeat in a Rumaman election is sufSciently rare to make a 
pohtical crisis inevitable. The minority Government of M. 
Goga had taken the place of the Parliamentary administra¬ 
tion of M. Tatarescu. A distinguished dramatist, M. Goga 
was a clown as a politician. His anti-Semitism, as rabid as 
that of the notorious Herr Streicher, was not confined to the 
Jews of his own country, and from a prominent Englishman 
in Bucharest I received a first-hand account of his conversa¬ 
tion with the new Rumanian Prime Minister. 

M. Goga, whose anti-jewish mania made liim pro-Ger¬ 
man and anti-French, was fulminating against M. Blum, who 
was then Prime Minister of France. Blum was a Jew. Ru¬ 
mania could have no dealings wth a Government of Jews. 

The Englishman thought fit to remind M. Goga that the 
British Secretary of State for War was also a Jew. 

^‘That is quite different,” said the fanatical Rumanian. “In 
Britain a Jew rises to power by his o^vIr merits. In France he 
is put there by a combined conspiracy of the Jewish group 
which dominates French finance and French politics.” 

Holding these views, M, Goga had httle chance of pohtical 
survival. On achieving office, he had dissolved Parhament 
and had promulgated a series of anti-Semitic decrees which 
had caused panic among Rumania’s 900,000 Jews, and which 
had had the inevitable result of reducing the country’s indus¬ 
try and finances to chaos. Then the King had stepped in, had 
dismissed the Goga Government, and had proclaimed his 
new semi-authoritarian Constiturion. 

The voting for the new Constitution took place on the day 
of my arrival. I have httle faith in plebiscites that are held in 
any country east of the PJiine and south of the Baltic. The 
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result is always an inevitable victory for the powers who 
conduct the plebiscite. In Rumania it gave a &vourable vote 
of ninety-nine per cent. Yet in Bucharest, and, doubdess, all 
over the country, many voted “for” who spoke more or less 
openly “against”. One high official told me that he was op¬ 
posed to the new Constitution because he was a monarchic 
The King had now taken the last emCTgaicy measures. He 
had removed all the buffers between himself and the people. 
If to-morrow there were dissatisfaction, it would fell on the 
King’s head. When I asked this official why he voted for the 
Consdtudon and yet criticised it so strongly, he repUed: “My 
pen belongs to the Government of the day; my tongue is my 
own.” 

In spite of these criticisms I w’as struck by the feet that the 
voting took place without any disturbance. Indeed, the only 
excitement was provided, not by domestic politics, but by 
another extraor^iary diplomatic incident in a Bolshevik 
Legation. A few days previously, all Bucharest had been 
thrilled by the story diat M. Butenko, the local Soviet Mini¬ 
ster, had disappeared. From Moscow M. Litvinoff had thun¬ 
dered accusations of kidnapping against the Rumanian Gov¬ 
ernment. Now came the news, later fully authenticated, that 
Butenko had fled to Rome in order to escape the murderous 
intentions of the Moscow Ogpu agents in his own Legation. 

Otherwise, voting day was more of a national holiday 
than a polidcal occasion, and I formed the opinion that 
among the rank and file of the population there was con¬ 
siderable enthusiasm for the ideals of the new Constitution 
which were expressed in the slogan: “honest administration 

and less politics.” 

There was, too, some admiration for the astuteness of 
King Carol who was credited with letting the pendulu^ 
penonified by M. Goga, swing to the ex^e lUght 'mth 
the deliberate intention of preparing public opinion Iwui at 
home and abroad for his own new Constitution. If this is true. 
King Carol certainly achieved a large measure of success. 
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I was in London when the Goga Government came into 
power, and I saw one very high British official who was seri¬ 
ously perturbed. He predicted the worst, including the entry 
of Rumania into the German orbit of influence. He was 
vasdy relieved when the Goga Government went and King 
Carol’s milder regime took its place. Had Rumania gone 
straight from the Tatarescu administrarion to the new Con¬ 
stitution, the transition would have been too abrupt, and 
many people both in Rumania and abroad would have been 

shocked. 

No visitor ean remain for twenty-four hours in Bucharest 
without realising the dominating influence of the King. He 
occupies a position halfway between that of a dictator and a 
constitutional monarch. His power is great. Yet it is circum¬ 
scribed by the necessity of placating the politicians, by an in¬ 
born respect for the decencies of l^gship, and by a natural 
caution. 

I did not see him during my 1938 visit. But in 19371 ^ 

long audience v/ith him. The Royal Palace, which is situated 
in the heart of the city, is much more like the English idea of 
a king’s palace than King Boris’s converted Pasha’s house in 
Sofia, or even the new Yugoslav Palace on Dedinje. Its large 
courtyard always reminds me of Buckingham Palace, and 
the ceremonial changing of the Royal guard adds to the re¬ 
semblance. The interior, too, looks and is English. When I 
was there, the whole palace was being modernised inside and 
re-decorated by the London firm of Maple’s. 

Kin g Carol surrounds himself with more kingly pomp 
than any other B alkan monarch. King Boris is ultra-demo¬ 
cratic in mann er- Prince Paul of Yugoslavia sits down beside 
you and offers you a cigarette from his own case. King Carol 
sits rather stiffly on a throne-like chair behind a high desk. 
He smokes innumerable cigarettes in a long holder. But he 
does not offer one to his visitor, not even to foreign diploma¬ 
tists, including His Britannic Majesty’s Minister. His mann er 
is slightly nervous. He lacks mudi of the personal charm of 
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King Boris and Prince Paul. But he is shrewd and extremely 
mtelligent, and he understands the pohtics of his country and 
the character of his people. He has two desires: to make Ru¬ 
mania prosperous and to keep his throne. He may do both. 
He reminds me forcibly of the Prime Minister’s remark 
about King Magnus in Mr. Bernard Shaw’s The Apple Cart: 
“One man who has a mind and knows it can always beat ten 
men who haven’t and don’t.” 

In appearance, too. King Carol is not unlike Sir Cedric 
Hardwqcke’s make-up as King Magnus. He is fair and has 
very blue eyes with long, fair eyelashes. He looks fit and 
robust. His ^eeks glow with the healthy pink of the English 
hunting man. He is at his best in the open air, and prefers his 
country palace at Sinaia to Bucharest 

When I saw him, he w^as dressed in a uniform of British 


Air Force blue. I opened the conversation by congratulating 
him on having accepted the honorary post of Patron of the 
Anglo-Rumanian Society. At once he began to expatiate on 
the necessity of improving Anglo-Rumanian relations. He 
seemed a httle hurt by Britain’s indifference to Rumania. 

“I realise,” he said, “that the Hungarians arc very successful 
propagandists with the British ruling class. They give the 
English a good time, they speak English, they like the same 
thin gs: sport, shooting, a country gendeman’s life. We Ru¬ 
manians are not so advanced. But Rumania is worth culti¬ 


vating. The possibihdes of her future are immense.” 

He asked no thin g more than that the British should come 
to Rumania and see the country for themselves. He told me 
that of all the many foreign books on Rumania that he had 
read only one had succeeded in capturing the spirit of the 
Rumanian people. This was Mr. D. J. Hall’s Rjimanim Fur- 
roiif. He expressed to me his own fervent desire to visit 
Britain. 

I am sure that he spoke fi’om his heart and not merely as a 
compliment. Hitherto, however, ill-luck has dogged his 
steps. He was to have paid a state visit to London in the late 
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autumn of 1935. On the eve of King Carol’s departure King 
George contracted his fatal illness. Another visit arranged for 
the autumn of 1936 had to be postponed owing to King 
Edward’s abdication. Yet a third postponement, again on 
the eve of the King’s departure, was caused by Herr Hitler’s 
dramatic coup in Austria. 

I should say that, where Britain is concerned. King Carol 
has an inferiority complex. Certainly he has been cruelly 
treated by the British Press. Many of the stories that have 
been written about him are totdly untrue. Admittedly, 
there is or was Madame Lupescu. But the King is hard¬ 
working and abstemious, and he is not the only monarch 
who has had a mistress. His tastes are simple. He likes a game 
of bridge and is fond of classical music. But for six days of 
every week he is at his desk from early morning till late at 
night. 

Once again I must stress the folly of antagonising poten¬ 
tial friends, especially when they axe as well-disposed as King 
Carol. For the Kin g has strong pro-British sympathies. He 
would not be his mother’s son if he had not. Moreover, he 
regards Britain as the bulwark of the monarchical system, 
and in so far as the different stage of development of his 
country allows he tries to model himself on the British ideal 
ofkingship. 

In order to destroy the popularity of the Iron Guard the 
King had to embody in the new Constitution some of the 
more popular features of the Iron Guard programme. The 
country was tired of the wide-spread corruption which 
Nourished under the Rumanian parliamentary system. The 
new Constitution curbs the activities of the politicians. But 
this is no excuse for branding King Carol as a Nazi or Fascist. 
He is not. Nor has he any wish or intention to put his neck 
under the heel of any dictator. He is essentially a man of 
caution. 

I spoke to him about foreign affairs. I referred especially to 
the unsatisfactory state of Rumania’s relations with Bui- 
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garia. He was more guarded in his replies than King Boris or 
Prince Paul had been, but he spoke shrewdly and with more 
freedom than I had been warned to expect. Relations with " 
Bulgaria, he told me, were improving. He referred to the 
new train-ferry across the Danube as an example of the 
improvement. But he was against territorial revision, 

‘ You cannot tell where it will stop,” he said with some 
truth. 

His general attitude was much the same as that of M. Sto- 
jadinovic. Rumania, he said, would not join any pact or 
make any pledges which might involve her in an attack on 
Germany. The Little Entente served a useful purpose so long 
as it was limited to keeping an ambitious Hungary in her 
place. It would not operate if Czechoslovakia were attacked 
by Germany. He was in frvour of good relations with all 
Rumania’s neighbours, including Russia. But there must be 
no Russian interference in Rumania’s internal afifaiis and, 
above all, no Russian armies marching through Ru m ani an 
territory to the aid of anyone. In a sentence, the King is a 
supporter of the “politique de bon voisinage ” in the sense 
that small nations must face geographical facts, and that 
peace, so necessary to Rumania’s progress, is not to be sacri¬ 
ficed light-heartedly for an ideological adventure. R um a ni a 
came into the Great War too soon and suffered cruelly. She 
will not repeat her mistake. 

The King b fond of sport and, as I took my leave, he said 
he hoped that I would come back to Rumania to fish and 
shoot. He himself is a good shot, and his eighteen-years-old 
son. Prince Mihai. is even better. King Carol would like to 
play golf too, but he remembers M. Briand’s disasttous 
game with Mr. Lloyd George at Cannes, and he is afi^d of 
making himself ridiculous in the eyes of his people. 

The British Mimster once asked him to play on die Bucha¬ 
rest course. h i t; 

“No.” he said regretfully, * that would be all nght m Eng: 

land. It won’t do here,” 
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I thmV that the British picture of King Carol is out of 
focus. He has certain weaknesses of character. He may lack 
the graces of Prince Paul, and the wide erudition and disarm¬ 
ing frankness of King Boris, but he is their equal in political 
intelligence. I should say that he was the shrewdest politician 
of the three. He made on me the impression of a hard-work¬ 
ing and thoroughly capable ruler, who had his finger on the 
nation’s pulse and knew as well as any of his ministers how 
to prescribe for its various diseases, including its occasional 
epidemics of German measles. I think that expert opinion in 
Bucharest will agree with this view. 

Although Rumania is divided almost equally into two 
political camps, the one democratic, the other semi-authori¬ 
tarian, the King*s cautious attitude towards foreign affairs 
meets with considerable support. It is an attitude which is not 
properly understood m Britain. It is condemned by Russia. 

In the summer of 1938 M. Litvinoff expressed his opinion 
in the hard-hitting sentence: “For a small and w'eak country 
to speak now of neutrality means to declare that she refuses 
the assistance of the League, fiiends and allies, and invites all 
those who wish to rape her to do so.” 

This is, of course, an ex parte statement and docs not repre¬ 
sent the real situation. Neither Rumania nor the other Balkan 


states have any intention of refusing the assistance of the 
League or of potential allies. But they arc in the position of 
soldiers in the front trenches. They want to feci sure that the 
assistance of their fiiends will arrive before disaster over¬ 


takes them. They have seen the fate of other nations who 
have rehed on the League. They suspect its strength. They 
are tired of being told that “moral force” is the determining 
fretor in all wars. They know what “moral force” did for 
Abyssima. Above all, they arc suspicious of Russia’s assist¬ 
ance. For if they fear Germany, the Balkans have no love of 
Russia. 


If Rumania or, say, Yugoslavia were faced witli the alter¬ 
native of hostile violation by Germany or friendly violation 
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by Russia, many ofher people would consider German violar- 
tion as the lesser of two evik. But neither Rumania nor 


Yugoslavia has the slightest intention of allowing herself to 
be raped by anyone. Both countries will resist economic 
penetration to the best of their powers. They will certainly 
fight if tlieir fi'ontiers are invaded. But they seek to postpone 
the evil day as long as possible, relying on the democratic 
Great Powers to increase their own strength and that of the 
League to an extent that will make aggression anywhere in 
Europe impossible. It is a poHcy of “safety-first”, but if its 
armdiair critics abroad vrere Rumanians or Yugoslavs most 
of them, I think, would approve the Carol or the Stojadi- 


novic policy. 

To some extent the political divisions in Rumania are 
divisions of age. On the whole, although there are some not¬ 
able exceptions, the older men lean towards democracy in 
the circumscribed form in which democracy is to be under¬ 
stood in tlie Balkans. Thev have been brought up in the 


parhamentary tradition. 

During my visits to Rumania I have now met a goodly 
number of Ae leading Rumanian poUddans, and at the 
house of the genial and talented M. Tatarescu, the former 
Prime Minister and as much as anyone the confidant of King 
Carol, I was introduced to several members of the new senai- 
authoritarian Cabinet. All were professional poliddans, but 
in their morning coats and striped trousers they looked more 
like professon at a colleague’s wedding. My Idt-hand neighr- 
bour at luncheon was a poet. On my right sat M. Comn^ 
the new Minister for Fordgn Affairs. He talked learnedly 
and moderately on Rumania’s position in Ei^pe, but I 
SO busy admiring his beautiful French that I listened 
fiilly to his well-reasoned argument. He spoke with the pre¬ 
cision and easy grace of a French academidan. He looked 
French. I put him down, I hope not mistakenly, ^ a man 
s^ed in French culture and therefore as a FrancophiL In me 
gathering I saw no potential dictators. These men were as tai 
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removed from Fascists as the gentle Mr. Maxton is from 

The younger men are admittedly different. Their ideas aic 
still in a state of flux. But I think it is true to say that, on the 
whole, they are more open-minded ilian the older genera¬ 
tion, more critical of democracy. Some are frankly pro- 
Nai and anti-Semitic. A larger number is pro-Fascist. Many, 
probably the nfajority, do not see their way clearly. They 
fear the aggressive Imperialism of Germany. But tlieir fear is 
mingled with a varying degree of admiration for German 

thoroughness and German efficiency. 

In this confusion of opinions it behoves the foreign diplo¬ 
matist to move carefully and to rid Inmself of pre-conceived 
notions. There is, I think, a tendency in London and Paris to 
hank too heavily on M. Titulescu, to assume that he is indis¬ 
pensable to Rumania and that his return to power is inevit¬ 
able. I should be the last to deny the capabihries of M. Titu¬ 
lescu. He is only fifty-five and, w'hile there is breath, few 
things are impossible. But I think tliat the assumption of his 
indispensability is probably an illusion. He has already had 
two long innin gs. There is no third innings in cricket and 
only very rarely in politics. In Rumanian eyes he is the fore¬ 
most champion of the Franco-Soviet pact. It does not fit in 
very well with the new policy of good neighbourliness. At 
the present moment he is certainly out of favour. 

There is another factor which militates against the likeli¬ 
hood ofhis return. During the election of December, 1937, 
he lost groimd heavily. He came back to the country, threw 
in his lot with the Maniu Party, and promised to dehver an 
election address to the peasants. He did not deliver it in 
person but sent a gramophone record of his speech. This 
record did him harm. 

Owmg to the clashes betw’cen democrats and anti-demo¬ 
crats the ^litical situation in Rumania often looks ugly. But 
it is, I think, never quite so serious as it appears. The Ru¬ 
manians ate sometimes violent in speech, but as a people they 

O 
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are easy-going and good-natured. They arc, too, great 
sticklers for good manners, and in politics as in any other 
walk of life good manners are an excellent brake on hot 
tempers. The Rumanian workman is civil. Pohteness comes 
naturally to the Rumanian peasant. The Rumanian “social¬ 
ite” bends hims elf double. After a long round of official 
dinners in Bucharest I could hardly refrain from giggling. 
Every night it took nearly half-an-hour to get the male guests 
into tlie dining-room. Eveiy^one stood back, bowing and 
saying, “After you.” 

The scene reminded me vividly of an old French song 
which I used to hear in die cafes-chantants of Paris over thirty 
years ago. In a long series of couplets the song told the life- 
story of two men who were so poHte that they missed all 
their opportunities: their promotion, the girl of their heart, 
their official honours. Ea<ffi couplet ended with the refrain: 
“Apr^ vous, moil cher Alphonse; apr& vous, mon chcr 
Emile.” In the end the c\vo men die and go to Heaven. St 
Peter is so bored by their eternal aprh vous that he locks the 
gates and consigns them to Hell. And there the devil, who 
has no use for poHteness, tumbles them into the flames with 


bus pitch-fork. 

With all this pohteness, the Rumanians have a keen sense 
of humour, and Bucharest Uves on its anecdotes. It was an 
anti-Semite who asked me the riddle: “Why was the anri- 
Semidc Goga dismissed?” When I could not^^guess it, he 

rephed: “Because of the ‘syn-a-goga', of course.” 

Every cultured Rumanian is a bom raconteur, and this 

anecdote, a true one, about Prince Antoine Bibescu may 

appeal to English and American readers. 

A few years ago a high Rumaman official was sent hur¬ 
riedly on a special mission to Washington. On Im first mght 
he ^^ 4 s invited to an official dinner. His heavy lug^e had 
not arrived, and he had only a dinner-jacket wffi hum He 

put it on, hoping for the best, but when he reached ffie house 
^ 1 • I i_ ___ tc\ Ills Horror ui^ every 
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man was wearing a dress^oat. He dashed to the Rumanian 
Legation, found a Poole-made dress-coat bdongmg to 
Prince Antoine Bibescu, who, of course, h^d several, bor- 
romped it without permission, and succeeded in getting to his 
destimtion without being unduly late. After dinner Prinre 
Bibescu, two inches taller and much stouter thw hi col¬ 
league, came up to him, looked h i m over and said. Who 

made your coat?” 

“Oh, it’s one of Poole’s,” said the colleague rather nerv- 

ously. , 

“iTm,” said the Prince, “so’s mine. He doesn t seem to 

makp SO wcU for you as he does for me. 

Tlien he beam^ with sadsftetion, as he added: “I expect 

he l^es more trouble over me.” 

I do not think that we shall have a revolution in Rumania 
just yet awhile. Good nature is the mother of tolerance, and 
like most casy-^oing peoples the R um a nians are learning the 
art of giving six inmes before Discontoit takes six yards for 
itself Twenty years after the war Hungary is still a feudal 
countrv, and its feudal barons look with hungry eyes to 
Sln vakia and Rumania for an opportunity to recover their 
lost estates. The big Romanian i^downers have had most 
of their acres clipped ftom them by the post-war agrarian 
reform. They have taken the clipping, perhaps not gladly, 
but, at any rate, with that reigned shmg of the shoulders of 
which Prmce Bibescu is the chief e^onent. 



CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


THE MORE THE foreign visitor sees of Romania, die more 
likely he is to conclude that it is a country of contradictions. 
As he strolls through the broad, well-kept streets of Buch¬ 
arest and admires the imposing pubhc buildings, he says to 
himself: “ The Rumanians are right; this is indeed a Western 
capital; a Brussels if not a Paris.” While he muses, he is jost¬ 
led by a hawker dressed in home-spun peasant clothes and 
carrying two baskets of fruit suspended Oriental-wise from 
a pole balanced on his shoulder. The hawker salaams in a^ 
pology, and the visitor wonders if he is in Singapore. He 
asks a Rumanian poUceman die way, and a smardy dressed 
constable directs him with the good nature and courtesy of 
a London “bobby”. The next day he oj^ his newspaper 
and reads some revolting story of Jewish villagers being 
rounded up and beaten by the Rumanian poUce. 

You find these contraditions and contrasts everywhere you 
go. Surprising as it may seem, it is nevertheless true that 
foreign mihtary experts rate the work of the Rumanian 
General Staff higher than that of the Yugoslav or Czedio- 
slovak General Staffs. Yet there are no proper cranes to land 
the munitions and guns which arrive from abroad md very 
few roads on which to move them to strategic points. The 
attention of the General Staff has been drawn frequendy to 
these defects, but htde or nothing is done. In this pleasant 
land which is being so rapidly Westernised time still moves 

with Oriental lethargy. . 

If you are a British visitor, every Rumanian busme» man 

you meet tells you of his desire to do more trade vnth Bn- 
tain. Yet economicaUy Rumania is bound to Ger^y who 

now that she has annexed Austria d^ates 
foreign trade. Owing to the currency difficulties winch aftlirt 

all the stotes of central and south-eastern Europe, Rumania 


204 . 



BRUCE LOCKHART 205 


has clearing arrangements with her foreign customers. The 
object of these agreements is to main tarn a cer tom faxed pro¬ 
portion in the trade between two individual countries. It is 
a thinly-disguised return to barter. You buy widi what you 
sell Rumania has all the worst of her clearing arrangement 
with Germany. The Reich takes from Rumania grain and 
petroleum products. With Austria she is by far tlie biggest 
individual buyer of these products. But she does not pay 
Rumania in cash. The money for these goods is deposited 
in blocked marks in Berlin. For these blocked marks Ru¬ 
mania wanted certain raw materials which she needs. When 
the arrangement was made, Germany promised tlie raw 
materials. But now Germany cannot deliver them. Instead 
she tries to force on Rumania textiles whicli Rumama does 
not want and arms which she would rather buy elsewhere. 

When I was in Bucharest in March, 193 
close on ,(^2,000,000 locked up in Germany. She needs tliis 
money for re-armament and for the payment of the interest 
on her foreign-loans. Yet she is unable to free herself from 
her economic shackles. 

When you talk to an educated Rumanian, he seems to you, 
that is if he is not an Iron Guard sympadiiser, tlie most toler¬ 
ant person in the world. Yet Rumania has die reputation of 
treating her minorities worse than most other countries do. 
I am not gready impressed by die argument diat, because a 
country treats its minorities well, tlie minority should be 
satisfied. Everything depends on the nationahty of die min¬ 
ority. If the minority is composed of memben of a proud, 
imperialist race and is discontented, it will be discontented 
under the best treatment. A long experience of central 


Europe has made me reahse the difficulty of drawing any 
fair ethnological division. But I think diat the Versailles 
peace-makers blundered in laying so much stress on the im¬ 
portance of geographical frontiers and in including such 
large minorities in die new states of central and soudi-eas- 


tem Europe. Large minorities arc a nuisance to any state. To 
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a small state they may be a disaster. And Rumania has larg^ 
minorities: 1,500,000 Hungarians, 900,000 Jews, 790,000 
Ukrainians, 725,000 Germans, and 290,000 Bulgarians. Of 
these minorities the most dissatisfied are die Hungarians, and 
the dissatisfaction is fomented from outside. In Budapest 
Hungarian Irredentist propaganda never ceases. 

Nir. Beverley Nichols is not the only Englishman who has 
heard the stoiy^ of the charming old widow who, having lost 
her all, saves up enough money to return to her lost home in 
Transvlvania in order to scatter a handful of Hungarian soil 
on her dead husband’s grave. At the frontier the Rumanians 
discover the packet of soil and take it away from the old lady. 
This scory has been going the rounds of Europe for many 
years. The Hungarians have other ambitions in Transylvania 
rh-n xhc scattering of Hungarian soil on graves. They are 
essentially an attractive race. But they are proud. like the 
Germans they regard themselves as a HexiravolL They look 
down on the Czechs and on the Rumanians, and herein lies 

die root of the whole minority problem. 

Personally I should be in favour of returning to Honga^ 
Die solidly Hungarian parts of Transylvania and Slova^ 
Due few' Hungarians would be sa ti sfied with this revision 
even if it were offered to them. The ruling das in Hungary 
wants the old frontiers with all the large minoriries. 

The Rumanians, w ho in the past suffered under Hungarian 
rule and w ho understand these Hungarian ambitions much 
better than the British do, arc only human. They rcacton- 
plcasandv. The Hungarians in Rumania have that riAts. 
but it would be absurd to pretend that they are Hked or that 

they are well-treated. 1 j u 4, 

Another Rumanian contrast is provided by tfac b^- 
gcoisic and the peasantry. Tlic peasants arc hanl-woikm& 
full of endurance, and infinitdy patient. Thm physique is 
splcnchcL and nowhere in Europe wiU you fod mm wno 
with ^ood leadership, would make better soldiers. Not tto 
they have strong mamal instincts. Like tae great mass 
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people in every country, they have no ^h to fight anyone, 
Snd all that they ask from life is: a good harvest, a good v^e, 
a roof to cover their heads, and a Httle extra money to buy 
a new hat-ribbon for die hoHdays. When one compares tlieir 
homely fare and simple faith with the cafi? life and niatenal 
sophistication of the bourgeoisie, it is hard to beheve that die 

two classes are of the same race. 

Collectively, Rumania makes on me the impression ot a 
country with growing pains. It is, I thmk, a h^thy child. 
With ten years of go^ nursing in die form of honest ad¬ 
ministration—and if King Carol can provide the years and 
the honesty, he will go down to history—I have no fears ror 

its future. 

Apart from the richness of her natural resources, Ru¬ 
mania is also a most beautiful country. The scenery is extra¬ 
ordinarily varied. The very name of Transylvania suggests 
pixies and witches and beautiful princesses whose long hair 
Lcomes entangled in the trees. The C^athians are the 
Rockies of Europe, and the Transylvanian Alps the Blue 
Mountains of our fairy-tales. There is the coast of the Black 
Sea, rocky but not barren, for here there is a wealth of sub¬ 
tropical flowers and vineyards which have ^-icldcd wine 
since the daj-s of the Romans. “Sec Baldc and hve” is the 
Run ■Ionian ’s mvitation to the most picturesque of her Black 
Sea resorts. And the monotony of me great plains, richer in 
soil and softer in colour than the Russian steppes, but giving 
the same impression of boundless etemirv', is reheved by die 
picturesque and sometimes bizarre churckes and monasteries 
which are dotted over the whole countryside. 

For over three hundred years Rumania has been a country 
of architects, and, although the Byzantine influence is strong, 
Rumanian architecture has a charm and originahty of its 
own. Some of the finest churches and boyars’ houses are to 
be found in Bucharest and its environs, and with the Bae¬ 
deker bug in my blood I devoted all my spare time to sight¬ 
seeing. My cicerone was the excellent Mateescu. Alas! I had 
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also to make use of him as an interpreter. Alrhn ngli Rij. 
manian should come easily to anyone who knows Slav and 
Latin, I have never learnt it. I have already begun to remedy 
this defect, for without some knowledge of the language it is 
impossible to hold any conversation with the people. And it 
is from the people, and not from the pohdeians, of a country 
that one learns the frindamental truths. 

The most curious of the churches near Bucharest is the 
tiny Fundenii Doamnei constructed nearly two hundred and 
fifry years ago. It is an Orthodox Church, but the outside 
walls are decorated with frescos in Persian style. The ceiling 
and inside walls give the pictorial history of Christ’s life. In 
the porch are grotesque pictures of the sufferings of the mar¬ 
tyrs and of the p unishm ent awaiting sinners. One fearsome 
fresco sliows a “spate” of mortals being swept into the caver¬ 
nous mouth of a waiting leviathan. These mural paintings re¬ 
minded me vividly of the punishment pictures which de¬ 
corate the ceding of the Regent’s Court at Kloeng-Koeng 
in Bali. 

The most beauriful boyar’s house is the Palais Mogopaia 
about four mdes from Bucharest. It is the home of Princess 
Marthe Bibescu, the well-known Rumanian authoress. The 
pabce has a Venetian effect, and from the graceful loggia on 
the first door you look down on the placid waten of die lake 
l.elow. A superb stone terrace leads down to die lake, and 
on a still, sunny day die rcdections are so vivid that it is hard 
to tell whediCT the house is in the water or on dry land. 
Mogosoaia is one of the show homes of Europe. 

As for monasteries surely no rehgious sect has had such a 
partiality for them as the Orthodox Church. Near Bucharest 
there are so many that to-day they have been put to odd uses. 
If I give first place to the Vacarcsti monastery, it is because of 
its magnificent site on a small hill overlooking Bucha^ and 
the surrounding plain. It belongs to Ae type of fortre^ 
monastery, and I had to obtain a sp^ penmt from the 
Rumanian Government in order to visit it, not because it is 
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a military fortress, but because it is now the chief prison of 

Bucharest. u u 

The architectural glory of the monastery is its church, 

which is regarded as the finest in the Bucharest district. T e 
interior is richly decorated. It contains a valuable collection 
of ancient ikons, and the approach to the ikonastasis, guarded 
by eight magnificent stone pillars, is majestic. But I was more 
interested in the floating human wreckage tlian in the stand¬ 
ing stone. Rumanians are said to treat their prisoners badly. 
But I saw no sign of harshness. Indeed, inside the huge quad¬ 
rangle with its gardens and grass plots tliere was considerable 
hberty. Although it was early March, the sun beat down 
fiercely on the sheltered ground, and some two hundred 
prisoners, comically dressed in brown striped pyjamas, were 
doing forced sun-bathing m the open. I saw other prisoners 
reclining on the cloistered balcony of the Abbot s house. One 
man was lying flat on his face with his feet crossed and his 
arms stretched out. He looked like the back view of a cruci¬ 
fix. I wondered what he was thinking of and if his attitude 
betokened remorse. Probably he was only enjoying the sun. 
For these prisoners were convalescents, and the Abbot’s 
house is now the prison hospital. 

I strolled about among the prisoners. I confess tliat my 
curiosity was even stronger than my sympathy. Yet I felt ill- 
at-ease, not through fear, but fi-om shame lest I might seem 
to be prying on the humiliation of othen. My apprehension 
was unnecessary. The prisoners paid httle attention to me. 
They showed no resentment, nor did I notice any pronounced 
criminal types among them. Most of them looked as if they 
would not have hurt a fly. One prisoner, detailed to carry 
the warder’s keys while I made my round, bowed and smiled 
good-humouredly every^ rime he opened a door. Yet among 
them, the warder told me, were many old “ lags” who were 
no sooner released than they went back to crime. 

The warders themselves were not obtrusively in evidence, 
and during this morning hour of exercise supervision was re- 
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laxed. I saw only one sign of unnecessary discipline. Hie first 
time that I walked past the group of sun-bathers, the warder 
grunted an order. The prisoners sprang to their fet, ^biifflptl 
into line, took off their caps, and waited at attention until I 




It was visitors* day at tic prison. I left before tiey were ad¬ 
mitted, But as I passed through the main gate, I saw them 
waiting at the grille. They were mosdy peasants, and for 
every male visitor there were ten women. One woman 
stood apart beside a large private car. She was young and 
beautiful. She was dressed in black, but it was a ftshionable 
and expensive black. The peasant women chatted briskly 
with each other. But the other stood like a statue, the rouge 
on her lips contrasting vividly with the pallor of her cheeks. 

Another former monastery has been converted into the 
Controceni Palace, and here, amid idyllic surroundings lived 
Marie, former British princess and Queen-Modier of Ru¬ 
mania. During my 1938 visit she was ill and had gone on a 
vain journey to Italy and Germany in order to seek relief 
ftom the incurable disease W'hich ended her life a few months 
later. But in 1937 1 had a long and memorable audience with 
her. The Palace was the home of Carmen Sylva, Rumania’s 
poct-Quecn and mother-in-law of Queen Marie. As I drove 
through the old monastery-^tc, I remembered the early 
romance of Queen Maric*s husband who wanted to marry 
Mademoiselle Vacarcscu, Carmen Sylva’s lady-m-waidng. 
Carmen Sylva, who had an artistic and romantic tempera¬ 
ment, favoured the marriage, but her husband forbade it. 

Queen Marie herself was artistic and romantic, although 
not romantic enough in I937 to approve Ma^e Lupescu. 
She was an attractive and hi^Jy intdhgent womm, 
and, when I saw her, her fecc still bore the traces of m 
former captivating beauty. Her personaKty was stamp^ 
on every square inch of the Palace. As I went up^ ^ 
staircase, I passed portraits of Queen Victom and the Pmee 
Consort, who were her grandparents. And at the top I was 
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confronted by a delicate Lazio painting of Queen Mane her¬ 
self 

la the large drawing-room where I waited for five 
minutes was a huge Byzantine fireplace. Above it hung a 
black ebony crucifix. There were crucifixes everywhere. On 
a large table stood vows of animals in Royal Copenhagen 
china. The long windows looked out on to the park and 
gardens. Then I was taken to an upstairs room with a vaulted 
beam ceiling and a carved stone fireplace. The atmosphere 
was heavy with the scent of flowers. From the rafters hung a 
large wooden model of an old sailing-ship. There were more 
crucifixes, and conspicuous in its wooden frame was a large 
ikon. The room, lit by a dim-religious hght, was so dark 
tliat for a moment I thought tliat it was empty. Then two 
Pekinese snifled at my heels, and from die background I 
heard a soft, pleasant voice call my name. 

Queen Marie was half-sitting, half-reclining on a divan. 
Half-a-dozen books and a copy of the Revue de Paris were 
lying by her side. As I came fonvard, she rose and took a 
diair b«ide a small tea-table. And while she poured me out 
a cup of tea she talked widi an easy fluency on many sub¬ 
jects. She told me that she had read my book on Russia, and 
I felt a momentary embarrassment as I tried to recollect 
what I had written about her, remembering suddenly a re¬ 
mark which her dau^ter, the Queen of Yugoslavia, had 
made to an English friend of mine: “Mamma is not very 
pleased with Mr. Lockhart.” 

Queen Marie, however, made no reference to her dis¬ 
pleasure. She was too pre-occupied with the poHdcal situa¬ 
tion in Russia. She was and-Communist, but was sure that 
the Rumanian peasant would never go Bolshevik. He was 
too pracdcal, too full of commonsense, too attached to his 
own plot of land. 

From Russia we entered the field of foreign aflfairs. The 
Queen, who was very pro-Bridsh, was worried by our in¬ 
activity in Rumania. The German propagandists were work- 
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ing night and day. Why did Britain do nothing? The Ger¬ 
mans knew how to play on the feelings of hate and mistrust 
which the young Rumanians felt for Russia. Britain seemed 
to regard Russia as a desirable and useful ally. 

She was interested, too, in the latest news of the Duke of 
Windsor, for whom she had a great affection. She told me 
that she had written six articles on the Coronation, all con¬ 
cerned with King Edward Vm. Then she had had to alter 
them. 

From the Duke of Windsor to King Carol was a natural 
step. Queen Marie had a mother’s desire that her son should 
do well. She was distressed by some of the King’s moral 
failings. But she praised his inteUigcnce and told me not to 
beheve the rumours that he was influenced poUtically by 
Madame Lupescu. Such rumours were ridiculous and showed 
complete ignorance of the King’s character. She was very 
eager that he shoxdd go to Engird and that he should make 
a good impression. She talked with complete firankness. 

Then, leaving foreign affairs and poUtics as though they 
were the curse of a troubled world, she turned to books. Her 
manner changed. She became witty and vivacious, laughing 
at the foibles of most authors including herself. She liked 
authors. She would sooner have been praised as an artist 
than as a Queen. She herself was an artist in the real sense of 
die word. She painted; she sculpted; she was a genius as a 
landscape gardener. But I think she derived most enjoy¬ 
ment from her writing. She told me that she was wnting 
another volume of memoirs, but that, as she had now come 
down to the present, her difficulties were almost insurmount¬ 
able. Restraint and reticence were imperative, and restraint 

and reticence were obstacles to a writer. 

Queen Marie was everything that was feminine except in 
one respect. She had no stupid vanity in her character. Only 
once did she show any trace of pride. This was when we 
were comparing notes about lecture tours in the United 

States. 
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“The Americans told me**, she said, “that I was the only 
European who has ever stood the rigours of a tour without 
showing a trace of fatigue, and who did everythmg he or she 
was asked to do.** 

I expect her temperament and superabundant nervous 
energy carried her through. In that winter of 1937 she looked 
too to stand any fadgue. 

She talked, too, of her English literary friends: Barrie, Sir 
Ronald Storrs, and Sir Steplien Gaselee, die learned libra¬ 
rian of die Foreign OflScc. Especially Sir Stephen Gaselee, 
whom she looked up to as her literary mentor. She used to 
send him her literary arriclcs to read and to criridse. The 
highest praise she ever received from him, she told me, was 
when he returned a series of articles with the comment: 
“Even I learnt something from them !’* 

The world is righdy suspicious of royal talents which are 
written up beyond dieir merits. But Queen Marie was one 
of the most remarkable women of our times, and I do not 
think it an exaggeration to say that, if she had been bom in a 
peasants cottage, she would have risen above her surround¬ 
ings and made a name for herself. She reminded me forcibly of 
Milhcent, Duchess of Sutherland. Indeed, in their uncon ven- 
tionahty, in their romanticism, in the wide range of subjects 
which interested them both and, not least, in tlieir love of 
aggressive little Pekinese, the two women had much in com¬ 
mon. 

At the end of our long conversation she showed me over 
her special apartments: the huge bedroom with its private 
litde chapel in the alcove, the library with its masses of Eng¬ 
lish books, and even the dentist’s room with its marvellous 
modem chair and electric fittings in white china. There was 
nothing l^ghsh about the dentist’s chair, and I doubt if there 
is its like in London. It was the latest product of the German 
finn of Siemms, Halske. 

In recent years Queen Marie h; 
the public frvour by her alleged 


d perhaps lost a Uttlc of 
tendency to interfere in 
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politics. And here is yet another Rumanian contradictioti. 
Although Rumania is essentially a country in which 
women not only are honoured but also are in many respects 
superior to the men, feminine interference in politics is not 
tolerated* There has never beai a Rumanian Z^obia. There 
is to-day no provision for a Queen in the R umanian con¬ 
stitution. 

Neverthele^, Queen Marie was still immensely popular, 
and to the ex-soldiers she was a legendary figure. She had 
experienced many tragedies in her life, but the one that lived 
widi her was the death of her yoimgest son. He died as a 
child during the war and is buried in the Cotroceni church in 
die quadrai^le just opposite the main-door of the Palace. 
He was the oidy one of her sons who caused her no trouble, 
and with the passing of the years her love for him grew. At 
the time of his death she was distracted, and, in order to 
forget, she threw herself into 
plcte abandon. Typhus was 
mania. But the Queen paid m 
and exposing herself to the dangers of infection with a 
reckless bravery which probably drew its strengdi firom the 
streak of mystic fetaiism in her character. In every town and 
village stories are told of men whose lives she saved by her 

nursing. 

I met one Rumanian whose brother was stricken with 
typhus. He was in a military hospital near Jassy, and the 
doctors had given up aU hope of saving his life. The Queai 
visited the hospital, saw the wasted figure, and vras told that 
the man had lost all v^ill to live. She sat witb him throu^ 

the night, and he recovered. 

Now that Queen Marie is dead, the legend of these stori« 
wiD grow. Her weaknesses will be forgotten, and she will 
become a national heroine. Her apotheosis will not be un¬ 
deserved, for in the creation of Ae Greater Rumania she 
play^ a nobler and a more efficient part than any Rumanian 

poHtician or generaL 


ha: nursing work with com- 
thoi raging diroughout Ru- 
3 attention, going everywhere 
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My stay in Bucharest was all too pleasant. As the days 
passed, the round of hospitahty increased, and in an atmo¬ 
sphere which has often proved ^tal to the powers of resis¬ 
tance of British and American diplomats the self-discipline 
which I had imposed upon mpelf began to relax. The kind¬ 
ness of Sir Reginald and Lady Hoare was overw'hehning, 
and the official dinn ers which they arranged for me at the 
Legation brought with them a glut of political conversations 
which sometimes lasted until far into the night. Of these 
conversations, two stick in my mind. 

One was with an Austrian ex-naval officer who is to-day 
the Rumanian representative of a vast American motor-car 
concern. He was a charming man, progressive, intelhgent, 
humanitarian and impartial. He said that if he were dictator 
of Europe he would not allow a gun or an aeroplane to be 
constructed until roads, schools, and hospitals had been built 
to his satisfaction in every country. He was, perhaps not un¬ 
naturally, too prone to measure civilisation by the number of 
motor-can. He gave me the approximate figures for Central 
Europe: 5000 cars in Bulgaria, 12,000 in Hungary, 15,000 in 
Yugoslavia, 35,000 in Rumama, 65,000 in Austria, and 
90,000 in Czechoslovakia. In other words, there is one 
motor-car to 100 Austrians, to 160 Czechoslovaks, to 571 
Rumanians, to 725 Hungarians, to 933 Yugoslavs, and to 
1200 Bulgarians. The figures do not represent the potential 
wealth of Ru m ania or Yugoslavia. Nor arc they a proof of a 
higher civilisation and culture. But they do represent fairly 
accurately the present sute of what we are pleased to call 
modem progress in the countries concerned. 

The other conversation was with M. Antonescu, the for¬ 
mer Rumanian Foreign Minister. He was a fine, cultured old 
gendeman with chan^g manners and the mentahty of a 
good European. Although Austria had not yet fidlen, Nazi 
aggressiveness was already raising its ugly head, and M. 
Antonescu was anxious about the fete of the smaller Central 
European and Balkan States. He fevoured the closest econo- 
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mic reladoDS between Poland, Hungary, Czechoslovakia, 
Yugoslavia, and Riunania. When I told him that I was going 
to Prague, he said to me; “Tell Benes from me that he 
must make his peace with the Poles at any price.” 

Without doubt M. Antonescu spoke words of wisdom. 
But I knew what Dr. BeneS would say. He would shrug his 
shoulder, express his full agreement, and explain privatim et 
seriatim that he had done his best. And up to now his best had 
not succeeded. Even during those weeks of relative calm I 
had seen the figures of the Polish minority in Czechoslovakia 
swell in the freile imagination of Colonel Beck, the Polish 
Fore^ Minister, from 80,000 to 250,000. Even allowii^ fiir 
the awkward situation of Poland with regard to Germany, I 
found it hard to understand the Polish hostihty to Czecho¬ 
slovakia except on die ground of the most reprehensible 
opportunism. 

Incidentally, these numerous conversations with Ru¬ 
manian poUdeians afforded me a proof of Sir Reginald 
Hoare’s popularity with every class of Rumanian. He is an¬ 
other example of the taciturn diplomatist, and in a country 
where falking is almost perpetual motion tadtumity is a 
valuable asset. Sir Reginald speaks rarely and then slowly. 
He b very English and very gende and is loved by every¬ 
thing that has life. Yet he nearly made a fclse start to hb 
Rumanian career. 

Soon after he arrived at hb new post, he went to luncheon 
with Queen Marie at the Cotroceni Palace. As he was sittii^ 
down, he knocked over hb chab. It hit and hurt rather badly 
the Queen’s fiivouritc Pekinese. The Queen was upse^ 
rushed to the dog, and picked it up, comforting it with ^ 
soothing expressions as: “did the nasty British Minbta: hurt 
you?” On diat day Sb Reginald’s luck was out. But it ^ 
turned next week in full measure. He had to go to die 
Palace to sec the Queen, and, as he was shown into her tTOm, 
die Pekmese rushed to hbn, jumped up on hb lap, and en¬ 
listed him as its diief firiend. 



BRUCE LOCKHART 217 

From that momciu all went well, and when Sir Reginald 
says anything the Rumanians take notice. When I was in 
Bucharest, every Rumanian was convinced tliat it was the 
British Minister’s influence which had induced King Carol to 
get rid of the unpopular Goga Government. The story was 
probably quite untrue, but it added to Sir Reginald s prestige 
and populmty, 

Twenty years ago he had Labour symipathies combined 
with political ambitions. But his true nidtier is diplomacy, and 
he has, I think, no re?.son to regret the lost possibilities of a 
Parliamentary career. He has done excellent work in Ru¬ 
mania, for he is shrew^d, full of understanding, and infinitely 
patient. In rimes of crisis his imperturbable calmness acts like 
a well-oiled brake on the Rumanian tendency' to excita¬ 
bility, 

I enjoyed my conversations with Sir Reginald, but, fear¬ 
ing to outstay my welcome, I took a sudden decision. In so 
far as I had a plan, I had intended to remm to Transjdvania, 
to revisit my friends at Cluj, and then to stay for a week or 
two in Hungary on my way to Vienna. Quite suddenly, and 
without much consideration, I made up my mind to go back 
to Zagreb at once. I had, it is true, an instinct that something 
was going to happen in Vienna sooner than the politicians 
expected, and to Vienna Zagreb was a convenient stepping- 
stone. Throughout my journey I had been obsessed by a pre¬ 
monition that this might be the last of my Balkan jaunts for 
many years. In Bucharest I was a stranger. In Zagreb I had 
friends of many years’ standing with whom I was on terms 
of what the Germans call “per Du.” I wanted to steal a few 
days of assured enjoyment before moving into the troubled 
atmosphere of Vienna, Prague and Berlin. Somewhere, too, 
before my eyes floated the picture of Tania, the young Rus¬ 
sian girl, whose beauty and charm and courage had im¬ 
pressed itself so vividly on my mind ’ 

'^ese were the three vague reasons which influenced my 
decision. As evoits turned out, it was a fortunate decision. 
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for it gave me an opportunity which I should never have 
forgiven m^^elf for missing. I take no credit for any pre¬ 
science. My decision was made on impulse, and, if I am to be 
honest with mpelf, it was the third reason that prompted it. 



CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


THE DISTANCE FROM Bucharest to Zagreb is more than twice 
as long as that from Sofia to Bucharest. Yet the train journey 
takes only twenty hours as against fourteen. I left Bucharest 
in the morning, partly because the morning train is the best, 
but mainly because I \sdshe<l to see the Iron Gates again. 

For the first part of the route the train crosses the vast 
Wallachian plain. I like plains. They instil in me a melan¬ 
choly longing. But I do not find them monotonous, and I 
am never happier than when I am alone on the treeless moor¬ 
lands of the island of Lewis in the Hebrides. The Wallachian 
plain bears little resemblance to the Hebridean mahair. It is 
rich and gay with well-tilled fields and luscious grass. Slender 
poplars and drooping willows afford a pleasant shade to the 
oxen and sheep, and pigs are everywhere, fat, grey-black, 
big-tusked, and more like boars than our British pigs. Far 
more even than the other Balkan States, Rumania is a pig- 
land, and in 1937 she was sdll exporting pigs by the hundred 
thousand to Austria, 

But I did see one typical Scottish scene. As I passed a tiny 
village with its white-washed houses glistening in the sun, I 
saw a rough stretch of grass with goal-posts at each end. They 
w^ere crazy goal-posts, made of branches and all askew, 
just as you see them in the Scottish Highlands to-day, and on 
the sward lusty young peasant boys were kicking a foot¬ 
ball. In a few years perhaps, the Arsenal will be importing 
Rumanian professionals to make a football holiday for 
London, and the Arsenal show-men will owe a debt to Scot¬ 
land. For, if England discovered football, it was Scotland 
who taught it to Europe. 

I found a continuous diversion in the railway stations. 
Peasants carrying live-stock and still wearing their heavy 
sheep-skm coats, although the weather was summer-like, got 
in and out and, as in Russia, a crowd of villagers stood on the 

11% 
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platform to watch the passing of the train. Conspicuous in 

tlic throng stood the Rumanian station-master, resplendent 

in double-breasted blue coat with gold buttons and a blue 

uniform cap with scarlet crown. Rumanian station-masters 

are imposing fellows. They look like a cross between an 

admiral and the hall-porter of die W^aldorf-Astoria in New 
York. 

As we approached the Danube, the scenery changed. The 
land became undulating and less fertile; the temperature 
dropped. On leaving Tumu-Severin, where the ruins of the 
famous Tr^an Bridge are still visible, we entered a narrow 
gorge with high mountains on each side. Our train ran so 
close to the Danube that at moments we seemed to be on a 
bridge without parapets. We had reached the passage of the 
Iron Gates. 

As a European Niagara they arc disappointing. A chain of 
low rocks, mosdy submerged, widi here and there a jagged 
point showing, spreads itself across the river, and between 
them the stream swirls slowly and widiout much foam. Be¬ 
low the rocks I saw green humps which looked like the up¬ 
turned keels of wrecked fishing-boats. A French-speaking 
conductor told me that they were artificial supports on 
which the Danube fishermen stretched their sturgetm 
nets. 


The Gates acquired their name because formerly they were 
a bar to all navigation. But for more than forty years now 
the traffic has b^n open, and ships pass by a narrow canal 
which has been cut through the defile on the opposite side of 
the railway. I saw two long black barges awaiting their turn. 
They were being drawn by an old-fashioned paddle tug 
which reminded me of a Mississippi show-boat. 

If as rapids the Gates arc less imposing than many a Scot¬ 
tish salmon-pool, the mountain scenery is magnificent, and 
a mile or two higher up the river I had an enchanting view 
of the tiny island of Ada-Kalch with its old Tu rkish fort and 
minaret standing proudly above the poplar-^ged village. 
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The popularion is stiU Turkish, and here, too, I saw a f^t- 
bail ground so dose to the river that, when a match is 
played, die services ot a boatman are required to rescue the 

ball from the Danube, 

When we came out of the gorge the mountains receded, 
leaving a wide plain of grassy marsh-land between them. It 
was deserted. The only living creature that I saw was a heron, 
his figure elongated by the shadows of the sunset and his 
wings pressed round him like a w'cll-fitting morning-coat, 
as he stood motionless by the side of a narrow stream. The 
sense of peace was wonderful, and under its influence I spent 
the rest of the evening in rdfledtion. My Balkan tour was 
nearly ended. When and in what circumstances should I see 

these Balkan Stares again? 

During the day I had interspersed my sight-seeing wnth 
the reading of F. L. Allen’s Only Yesterday, it is a history ot 
the prohibition and gangster period in the United States, and 
the reading of it made me wonder if, morally, pohrical life 
in the Balkans was wone than, or as bad as, political life m 
Western Europe and the New World. I came to the conclu¬ 
sion that of all the changes that I had noticed during tlie last 
twenty years the most important and the most hopeful liad 
been die civilising process in the Balkan States. It was true 
that, after the war, they had adopted with more rashness 
than foresight the ultra-modem forms of democratic govern¬ 
ment. Since then there had been an inevitable reaction, and the 
Western democracies had been disappointed. But the greatest 
mistake the West had made and was still making was its 
foolish attempt to urge the Balkan democratic foal to gallop 
before it had leamt to walk. In due tinie the Balkans would 
find their own form of democracy. Tlie spirit was there; the 
rate of progress w^ould depend on the example set by the 
Western democracies. 

After all, less than a hundred and fifty years ago the total 
electorate of Britain was only a few hundred thousand, and 
political corruption was on a scale to which the Balkans had 



222 GUNS OR BUTTER 

never been able to climb. Yet at diat time we considered our¬ 
selves the most progressive country in the world and were 
thus regarded by the other nations. 

Nor was the boast of ^T'he Peaceful Peninsula*’ mere fig¬ 
ment. The impact of a strong, aggressive Germany had 
forced the Ballons to look to their drfences. But they had no 
ambition to loose off their guns because they liked the sound. 
Their desire for peace was universaL If we wanted to make 
friends in the Balkans, it was time that we stopped writing 
such inaccurate cliche as “getting over one war and getting 
ready for the next is their whole life”. 

The threat to European peace did not come from the Bal¬ 
kans. The danger of the new situation lay in the fact that with 
the weakening of the general forces of peace die Balkans 
were once more exposed to the intrigues and machinations 
of imperialist Great Powers. The foreign secret agents were 
already there, and they were even more pernicious than the 
secret poHce of the local governments, bemuse they were dis¬ 
ruptive, whereas the loci secret police existed principally to 
m aintain order and to keep individual governments and 
ministers in power. 

Owing to the tide of my first book, British Agent, many 
people think that I was engaged in secret service. This is 
quite incorrect. Still, I have seen something of its workings. 
During the Great War I was more than once inside the holy 
of holies near Whitehall from which it was conducted, and 
I have met some of its chiefr and of its agents. I have the 
greatest admiration for the courage of secret service agents. 
I believe in die value of concrete information of the kind 
procured during the Great War by our Naval Intelligence 
Department, which was remarkably well-informed about 
the movements of the German Fleet. But I am profoundly 
suspicious of the poUtical intelhgence suppHed by secret 
service agents, few of whom have had any previous experi¬ 
ence. It is absurd to imagine that a secret service agent has re¬ 
liable sources of political information which are not available 
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to the diplomatic ambassador or minister. If he has, he should 
be made the minister, and the minister should be sacked. 

As for bought information, it is nearly always wor^ than 
useless. Sir William Wiseman, who ran our poUrical intel¬ 
ligence in the United States during the Great War, once told 
me that of the many milli ons of pounds we spent, eighty per 
cent, might as well have been poured down a drain. From 
my own experience I can say the same about the money 

spent in Russia in 1918. 

Secret service, as distinct from naval and militar y intel¬ 
ligence, is, I suppose, a necess^ evil during a war. But in 
peace-time I shodd like to see it abolished except for contre- 

espionage purposes. 

My hopes of a few peaceful days in Zagreb were rudely 
shattered. No sooner had I made my arrival known to the 
Sverljugas than I received a telephone call from an old 
Slovene friend. He wanted to talk to me about the Slovene 
minority in Italy, As he is an Italian subject, it would be un¬ 
fair to give his name, but among the Slovenes who are 
Italian subjects, his is a big and honoured name. The minor¬ 
ity problems of Europe are complex, and few' experts agree 
how they are to be solved, or iC indeed, they can be solved 
in any way except by force. But all experts are unanimous 
in their view that the German and Slovene minorities in 


Italy are worse treated than any other minority. In particular, 
the lot of the Slovenes is desperate, for they have no cham¬ 
pions in a world which reacts oiJy to fear and force. There 
are nearly 350,000 of them, concentrated mainly near the 
frontiers of their own homeland, and they are being sub¬ 
jected to a ruthless process of narionalisadon. 

Like the Roman emperors on whom he models himself. 
Signor Mussolini beheves that language is the basis of all 
nationalism, and he is bent on forcing the Itahan language 
on his minority subjects. For sixteen years he has been trying 
to stamp out Slovene by methods which include the oblitera¬ 
tion of Slovene names on Slovene gravestones. 
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I askwl my friend how far the Italian poKcy of forcible 
nationalisation had succeeded. He spoke more with bitter¬ 
ness than with anger. He made no attempt to conceal die 
truth. Among the older Slovaies, he told me, the policy, so 
far from succeeding, had merely stiffened the Slovene resis¬ 
tance. But wtith the children it was another matter. In sdiool 
they w-ere taught nothing but Italian. They had to do their 
preparation in Italian. Only at home could they learn their 
own language. Like the Polish mothers during the long years 
of Poland’s partition, the Slovene mothers taught their chil¬ 
dren to pray in Slovene. But the Duce was more rudiless 
than Kaisers or Tsars, and from the Slovene point of view 
the results were not satisfectory. The new generation, my 
friend said, knew neither Slovene nor Italian correedy. He 
showed me some letters that he had received from young 
Slovene soldiers who had been serving in Abyssinia. They 
w'ere wntten in a Mumbo-Jumbo of Italian and Slovene, 
and were incomprehensible to anyone who did not know 
both languages. 

I asked him W'hat hopes he had for the future. He shrugged 
his shoulders. A warm supporter of the League of Nations, 
he did not mention Geneva. “If the Germans annex Austria,” 
he said, “Mussolini wdll have to treat his German minority 
very diff^endy. Perhaps we may benefrt indireedy.” 

It seemed a slender hope. As we talked, the sun streamed 
through the open window. The trees in the gardens outside 
were already heavy with leaf The birds w^ere singing. What 
the good people of Zagreb called spring but I called summer 
was already here. It had come much earlier than usuaL If the 
year 1938 will be femous in history for its diplomatic sur¬ 
prises, it will also be remembered for its fi^kish winter. 
“Hider weather” the incorrigible German romanticists called 
it, but to me it seemed as if Nature, ta king pity on a crazy 
world, had advanced her seasons in order to comfort op¬ 
pressed humanity. And certainly the world was crazy at that 

momenL 
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The Moscow trial was then at the apogee of its abs^dity. 
and every day the newspapers gave in foil the confessions of 
the accused- Only that morning Rakovsky, whom I have 
never seen, had referred to a cl^destine meeting with me, 
and the sight of my name in print brought back to me a past 
which I would gladly forget and filled me with a vague un¬ 
easiness. In Austria Herr Schuschnigg, having capitulated to 
Herr Hider at Berchtesgaden, seemed to be reasserting his 
authority. He was going to hold a plebiscite—a plain yes or 
no fijT Austria’s independence. In Zagreb the focal politi¬ 
cians were sure that he would have a large majority. They 
knew how plebiscites were conducted in Central Europe. I 

W2S not so sure. 

Resdess and unsetded, I refused all inviations with the 
excuse of tiredness and spent the evening with the Russians. 
But I was in no mood either for laughter or for tears. The 
place was crowded, and the noise jarred on my nerves. Even 
Tania was irritating, not understanding my apprehension 
and, indeed, having nothing but contempt for politics and 
politicians. She tried to win me firom my black mood and, 
failing , gave up her efforts writh complacent good-humour. 
“You’re tired,” she said, “Why not go to bed, and to¬ 
morrow_I laughed, I knew these Russian tomorrows. 

But I took her advice. 

The next day was Friday, March 11. Early in the morning 
I went to the Ban’s Palace to meet the Vicc-Ban whom 
Stanko Sverljuga had suggested that I ought to see. I found 
there Viktor Ruzic, the Ban, and Mazuranic, and tlicy 
show^ed me over the Palace. It reminded me of the Governor- 
General’s house in Moscow in pre-war days, and, as we 
strolled dirough the countless reception rooms, I saw in my 
imagination the bright uniforms of vanished empires. We 
joked and laughed. Mazuranic made Ruzic send for a bottle 
of “slivovica,” and we pledged each other in a glass. On tl:at 
morning all seemed as well with the world as it ever is in 
these days of perpetual crisis. With the Vicc-Ban, who was 
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no linguist, I had my first long political discussion in Yugo¬ 
slav. He is a Serb, full of politick wisdom,very feir-minded 
and patiendy optimistic. But we spoke about Croatia and 
Serbo-Croat reladons. No one seemed anxious about Austria. 
No one even suggested that Herr Hider might take his own 
measures to stop thej)lebiscite. 

That evening the Sverrugas gave a large 
me. The other guests included the chief Za 
the Ban, the Vice-Ban, ex-ministers, and leading lawyers and 
bankers. Before dinner there was more “slivovica” while we 
waited for the last guest to arrive. At eight o’clock Stanko 
Sverljuga was called to the telephone. We were to start with¬ 
out the Vice-Ban, who had to wait at his office for a tele¬ 
phone-call fi-om Belgrade. Everyone laughed and made 
jokes about Father Korosec, the Minister of the Interior. 
Apparendy he had a habit of ringing up fi'om Belgrade at 
night, and the Ban and Vice-Ban were dways missing their 
dii^er. Ours was a gay meaL The Sverljuga cellar is one of 
the best in Croatia, and the conversadon light, sometimes 
shghdy malicious, and often brilliant, flowed fieely. Never, 
I think, have I enjoyed a more care-fiee meaL 

W^e were already back in die drawing-^oom when the 
Vice-Ban arrived. He was calm like most Serbs. He shook 
hands widi everyone. 

“Belgrade must have been busy to-night,” said Madame 
Sverljuga. 

“Yes, Belgrade is busy.” 

Then he told his story very quiedy. Hider had acted. 
Schuschnigg had resigned German troops had crossed the 
Austrian firender. Belgrade was already taking disposidons 
to guard her own fiionder and to prevent the inrush of 

Austrian refugees. It was the end of Austria. 

The gaiety went out of our party hke a fused lamp. The 
male gucsts formed themselves into litde groups and with¬ 
drew into the back room. For a moment all conversadon 
seemed to stop. Then there was a confused buzz of low- 


dinner-party for 
^b notabihdes: 
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pitched voices. Tlie bankers began to add together Ger¬ 
many’s and Austria’s trade with Yugoslavia, and saw at once 
that Germany would now hold a dominant position in Yugo- 
slavia’s economic life. 

As the individual opinions began to sort themselves, I 
realised that these cultured Croats regarded Vienna as a pro¬ 
vincial Englishman looks on London. It was their cultural 
Mecca. The general sentiment was one of concern. There 
W2S regret for the pre-war past, regret for die post-war mis¬ 
takes. I remembered how many times in bygone years 
Stanko Sverljuga had warned me against the unrealities of 
French pohey in central Europe, and, although no one ut¬ 
tered a word of blame, I seemed to hear, perhaps mistakenly, 
a kind of “I told you so” note in the general comments. 

There was anxiety, too, about the new situation. These 
Croats were rich. AU had something to lose from the uncer¬ 
tainties of the future. Yet beliind die anxiety more than one 
showed a resigned, if resentful, admiradon of Germany, who 
undentood the value of acdon and who carried out so 
effidendy the precepts of the old French maxim: “voir, 
e’est savoir; vouloir, e’est pouvoir; oser, e’est avoir.” No one 
mendoned Britain. Everyone seemed to realise that she 
would or could do nothing. 

I made up my mind to go to Vienna at once. But, as al¬ 
ways happens in these moments of turmoil, there were irk¬ 
some difficuldcs to overcome, and the next two days were 
spent in confusion. 

On the Saturday morning I walked to the British Con¬ 
sulate to seek the Consul’s informadon about passports, 
money and trains. On the way I passed the Austrian Con¬ 
sulate or, to be accurate, the former Austrian Consulate, for 
the Germans had already taken it over, and a huge German 
flag with the swastika rampant flaunted itself cxuldngly from 
the flagstaff. At our own Consulate I found Rapp as cheer¬ 
fully helpful and effident as always. He gave me some Eng¬ 
lish pounds, which in these days of currency restrictions are 
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invaluable because they can be changed anywhere. But hk 
efifidency had not bem able to discover what ban, if any, 
the Germans had imposed on travel into Austria. Nor could 
any other official in Zagreb supply me with this information. 

From the Consulate I walk^ up to the old town to the 
house of M. Pusilovie, an Angjiophil Zagreb barrister whom 
I have known for many years, and who was g ivin g a lun¬ 
cheon ■party for me. my way a newsboy ran past me, 
flaunting a spedal edition of a loc^ newspaper and shouting 
raucously, “All About the Vienna Revolution.” I bought a 
copy and took it with me to the house. While I was show¬ 
ing it to Pusilovic, the local Government censor came up 
and, after being introduced to me, said with a smile: 
“Where did you buy that paper? It has been confiscated.” 

I had read the paper, which was only a single-page news 
sheet, and told him that I could see no reason for its con¬ 
fiscation. 

He pointed to the huge headlines: “The Beautiful Blue 
Danu^ Flows with Blood and Hitler Marches Resound In 
The City ofWaltzcs,” 

“That’s why,” he said. 

I understood The Yugosbv Government was being care¬ 
ful. The “politique de bon voisinage” was already being 
applied to Yugoslavia’s new and pow'erful neighbour. 

At the luncheon I met a most attractive and cultured 
Yugosbv diplomatist and had a long conversation with him. 
He w’as a man of ripe judgment, a Croat, and a democrat. 
He knew Nazi Germany well and had met all the leading 
Nazis. He told me of a conversation that he had had widi 
General Gocring, to w horn he had suggested tactfully that 
Nazi “diplomatic surprises” might one day provoke a 

serious „ 

“Bah,” said the General with supreme confidence, you 

have only to bang your fist on the table. Then the denu^ 

cratic countries make a few speeches in ParHament, and 

nothing happens.” 
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My new Yugoslav acquaintance was profoundly dis¬ 
turbed by die German coup in Austria, not so much because 
of the fail aicompli as on account of the manner of its execu¬ 
tion, which he regarded as an irreparable breach in the 
delicate post-war structure of peace by negoriarion. 

Our conversation ran mainly on the probabihdes of 
Italy’s reaction to the fliderian coup. My Yugoslav, who 
knew his Italians, was convinced that, how'cvcr much she 
might juggle with the cards of diplomacy, Italy was bound 
to feel resentment, because her turn would come sooner or 
later. The Sudeten Germans in Czeclioslovakia might be 
freed first. But, even if lie wanted to, Herr Hider dared not 
leave the TyTolese Germans in Italy to their fate. Tlie Pan- 
German movement, he said, was now stronger than its 
Fuehrer. He had a map which he had bought in Germany 
two years ago. It showed the future German Reidi as am¬ 
bitious Nazis wanted it to be. The new fronrien extended be¬ 
yond Slovenia and a part of Croatia. They included Trieste. 

The Germ^, he went on, did not trust the Itahans, and 
to illustrate liis point he told me an amusing story. He had 
Mt next Herr von Papen at a dinner at wmch die German 
diplomatist had made a speech praising Germanv’s great 
new ally. At the end of the speech the Yugoslav twitted 
^rr von Papen, a soldier who had assuredly not forgotten 
the G^t War. on his new love for Italy. And then he 
reminded him of the experience of Major Furlong, an 
^encan who came to Zagreb after the war as a member 
of some international Commission. When the American 
arrived in Zagreb, he had an expensively fitted suit-case. At 
ona a man rushed up and offered to carry it to die hotel 
which was only three hundred yards from the sution. The 
Major apecd. Bui when he reached the door, there was no 
sign of the po^. The suit-case was never seen again. Tliree 
months kter the Major left Zagreb. Again he wSed to the 
s^on, but on this occasion he was accompanied by a num¬ 
ber of important Croat officials. In his hand he ^cd a 
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superb new suit-case. Seeing it, a Croat official at once called 
a street porter. 

“Here, Major,” he said, “let tbis fellow carry your bag.” 
But the Major protested. “No, gentlemen,” he said 
quietly, “you see, it’s this way. The first time I trusted one of 
ffiese guys. When I lost my bag, that was die portar’s fault, 
for I was new to the place and didn’t know the ropes. But if 
I trust him again, then it’s my fault if anything goes wrong.” 
Von Papen saw the point of the story and laughed. 

On the Sunday I made an abortive attempt to depart and 
was actually in the train, when the station-master warned me 
that I might be turned back at the frontier. Monday was a 
day of farewells. In the morning I went to say goodbye to 
Sverljuga, who had been imtiring in his efforts to obtain 
rehable information for me, and who had helped me to 
arrange my money matters. I found him closeted with Pro¬ 
fessor Franges, a former Minister and Yugoslavia’s greatest 
economist. Franges, vigorous and bnmful of optimism, was 
walking up and down the room, waving his arms and talk¬ 
ing like hghtning. During the week-end he had worked out 
a comprehensive scheme to free Yugoslavia from the 

dangers of German economic domination. 

“We must look to the Mediterranean,” he said. Ms plan 
envisaged new markets in Malta, Cyprus md Rhodes. Ms 
exposS was ma gnifi cent in its lucidity. But it sounded to me 

a little unreal. o l • 

In the late afternoon I drove Tania out to Samobor, a pic¬ 
turesque village with a ruined castle about twelve miles west 
of Zagreb. As we left the Strossmayer Square, the sun ^ 
dow on the Archbishop’s Palace, turning the r^ roof to 
the colour of flowing blood. A^t the dear skylme the 

Sliemme mountain stood out with the sh^np 
houette. At Samobor we had a five o clock ^er in toe 
village inn beside a running stream. We l^ked at the » 
shinunering with the virginal green of spnng, and talked o 

the future. 
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I asked her if there was anything that I could do to liclp 
her to leave the niehtmare life which she was forced to 
lead. 

Her face ht up, and she talked eagerly of her hopes and 
ambitions. Her dream was a career on the films, but she had 
no illusions about its reality. 

“There are not many opportunities in this country,” she 
said. “If I could get an engagement in London or Paris, there 
might be a chance. As things are, I have to carry on. Now I 
live solely for the short summer season on the Dalmatian 
coast, where I can bathe and he in the sun.” 

She turned her face away for a moment. Then she took a 
cigarette and smiled bravely. “iVe had six years of this life. 
You know its temptations. So far Tve withstood them. Any¬ 
one will tell you diat Vm the most unapproachable woman 
in Zagreb, In three more years TU either have the strongest 
character of any woman in the world or go under alto- 
gethen 

I looked at her. I did not doubt her determination. What 
I feared was her power of resistance in so irregular a life, 
^th a Russian woman you must insist on absolute method 
in order to avoid absolute chaos. Tania was a child of the sun, 
and the nature of her life deprived her of it. Already under 
her eyes, large, luminous, and as dark as a ripe plum, were 
lines which spoke of long nights spent in an atmosphere of 
smoke and foul air. Yet her courage was magnificent. 

Only a few days ago I had received a letter from Freddie 
Cunningham, my old Malayan fiiend. ‘I am still a bachelor,” 
he wrote, “but you may be amused to hear that I have’a 
slme in a wife.” Then he went on to tell me that he had taken 
a ^et m a lottery. The prettiest Chinese girl in Malaya was 
ra^g herself m an attempt to raise 10,000 for the Chinese 
War Fund. She had undertaken to marry the holder of the 

winning ticket. 

The story, ^ in detail and successful in its conclusion, 
bad unpressed me as the most remarkable example of 
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woman’s courage that I had ever heard of adier in the 
New World or the Old. 

Tania’s courage was of the same stamp. She, too, belong^ 
to the new young women who, knowing life, feoed it more 
boldly than many men. They had been steeled in the furnace 
of the last war. Then they had driven motor-cars. In a futnie 
war they would drive aeroplanes. They would be attacked 
and would defend themselves. It was a shattering drought. 
Yet if the call or the opportunity came in time, I knew that 
Tania, for one, would answer it without hesitation. 

I drove her back to her work, and before the garrish stucco 
entrance of the restaurant we said goodbye. We shook hands 
very gravely. Then, without looking back, she shpped 
throt^h the swing door. I wondered if I should ever see her 
again, if her strong character would triumph over these grim 
surroundings. I knew that the odds were a hundred to one 


against. 

I went back to the hold, paid my bill, and, smding my 
luggage on in advance, walked down to the station. It 
aXautifhl ni^t. The air was cool and brad^ md^ ^ 
Gothic towers of the cathedral stood out m bladt rchef 

against the dear, moorilit sky. i i l j 

Rapp and Seik came to see me off. The Consd, vho tod 
won m M.C. in the last war, was pleasandy chrer^ but 
mv old fishing-feiend was fbU of forelrodmgs. He brought 
a fresh alarm. Half-<in-hour ago he tod he^d a r^o mes¬ 
sage sent out from Vienna warning all trav^^ diat no one 
^uld leave or enter Au^ without a special pass from the 

German mihtary authorities. , . j„i 

I was, however, tired of waiting, and without more a^ I 
boarded the train. It was almost empty. I was the only pas- 

be gav “ff yo“ CO*®® autumn, don t forget to 

“St hdp iC^^i icnunds me of 1914. 
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But in 1914 there had been the blind enthusiasm of ignor¬ 
ance. To me the acmosplK.'v vecincd more like tlut of 1916 
and 1917 when, in Russia at all events, men went unwillingly 
to a war that had no attractions. 

And to that generation bodi Sejk and I belonged. 


Q 
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WHERE THE GUNS SPEAK” 



‘If indeed Athens can remain at peace and if the choice 
rests with us, I personally feel that we are bound to do so ... 
Bu t if there is another person concerned, with sword in hand 
and a mights' force at his back, who imposes on you ssith the 

name of peace but himself indulges in acts of war, what is left 
but to defend ourselves? 

If \ ou choose to follow his example and profess that you 
arc at p>eacc, I raise no objection. But if anyone mistakes for 
peace an arrangement which \\*ill enable Philip, whm he has 
seized cveiything else, to march upon us, he has taken leave 
of his senses, and the peace that he tallr^ of is one that you ob- 
ser\’e towards Philip, but not Philip towards you. That is the 
ad\*antage which he is purchasing by all his expenditure of 
mones'—that he should be at war with you, but that you 
should not be at war vath him.*’ 



CHAPTER ONE 


A BRITISH PASSPORT Still posscsscs many advantages, and, as 
I made my entry into Austria on the Tuesday morning of 
March 15, min e acted like an Open Sesame. The forebodings 
of my Croat friends proved groundless. At the frontier I was 
not even roused from my sleep. When I awoke to a rose- 
pink dawn, I was near Gloggnitz and well inside the new 
German territory. 

The Semmering hills were still crested with snow, but the 
early morning frost on the fields was already melting in the 
sun. At Payerbach, w^here in years gone by I had fished so 
ofren, I saw numerous advertisements in English. In recent 
years the district had become a playground for British 
tourists. Now, I reflected, they would not be so numerous. 
Yet the countryside looked Austrian; that is, peaceful and 
asleep. On the neat villas I saw’^ few' Nazi flags. 

It was not until the train approached Vienna that I noticed 
visible signs of the change which had shaken the world. At 
Liesing I saw the first German troops. They were encamped 
beside a factory. A company was on parade. In a field close 
by, a group of soldiers was playing a miniature football 
match widi a tennis ball 

All the way from Liesing to Vienna the symbols of the 
Hitlerian triumph increased. German aeroplanes, glistening 
in the bright sunshine, circled over the outskirts of the city. 
Swastika flags were everywhere. Most houses were content 
to fly two flags, but on the frmous w'orkmen’s blocks, built 
by die Socialist Municipality of Vienna, a swastika banner 
hung from every window. I wondered if the Socialist occu¬ 
pants of these model dwellings had hung them there by mili¬ 
tary command or by a natural precaution. 

I have had more than my share of luck in revolutions. I 
have been an eye-witness of many tunmlts, and I have never 

*37 
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sufered serious inconvenience. Tlie same good fortune at¬ 
tended me in Vienna, My arrival at the station was normal 
As I drove by taxi to the Bristol Hotel I was unmolested. It 
is true that the streets were crowded. But diere was litdc 
noise. Youth predominated in the crowd, but it was a cheer- 
ful laughing youth. The only unpleasant sign of a^;ression 
was the presence of small bands of young mai, scarcely more 
than boys, who, without uniforms, but wearing a swastika 
red armlet and carrying a rifle or a hunting knife, swaggered 
along the pavement. These were die Austrian Nazis. They 
reminded me of die first Red Guards in the early days of the 
Bolshevik Revolution. Some were, undoubtemy, bent on 

Others, I suspected, were more concerned widi 

As I tamed into the Eaertnerring, I found a huge throng 
standing padendy outside the Imperial Hotel The sides of 
the street were lined with the grey-coloured motor-cars and 
military lorries which had brought the German troops with 
such dramatic speed to Vienna. German soldiers, pink¬ 
cheeked and good-humomed, stood by the cars and mter- 
nised quiedy with the crowd. They showed no signs of 
exultation. They were doing a routine job. Their discipline 
and their behaviour were exemplary. 

The hotel itself was draped with swastika banners. Herr 
Hider had arrived on the previous evening. Young Vienna 
was in the street to catch a glimpse of the Fuehrer to whom it 
huA surrendered its independence with obvious enthusiasm. 

The Imperial Hotel was the Fuehrer’s Vienna headquar¬ 
ters, and to make room and safety for him the civilian guests 
had been evicted. Some of them were old clients who had 
lived there for man y years. Others were fore^ diploma¬ 
tists. They, too, had bem bundled into the street at a minute’s 

notice. They disliked this treatment. 

Widi some truth a senior foreign Minister, who had spait 
several years in Prague before being transfared to Vienna, 
might exclaim: “The Czechs are a peoph whom one may 
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not like but must respect; the Austrians one likes but caimot 
respect.” 

But diplomatic protestations were useless. Austria was now 
part of Germany. In one night foreign Legations had lost 

their standing. 

As my taxi crawled the hundred yards to the Bristol higher 
up the Ring, 1 seemed to be passing through a cordon of 
German troops. Their field-grey uniforms dominated the 
whole scene. Two sentries stood on duty at the hotel door, 
and for a moment I was in despair. The Bristol, too, had ob¬ 
viously been taken over by the mihtary. Once again my 
luck held. I walked as boldly as I could through the door, 
crossed the hall full of German staff-officers, and went up to 
the reception-desk. 

“You have a room for me engaged by the British Con¬ 
sul,” I said. The clerk shrugged his shoulden and looked at 
his book. He seemed tired and ill at ease. And well he might 
be, for the Jewish managen had been dismissed, and he was 
now under the orden of the German General Staff. Twice 
he was interrupted in his search by German officers demand¬ 
ing rooms. At last he found my name and smiled faintly. 
“You’re fortunate”, he said, “die mihtary have left your 
room free.” 

Silently I blessed Captain}. W. Taylor, our Consul, who 
had performed this go^ de^ for me. I had known him for 
many years, and had always admired his courage and his 
energetic abihty. During the Vienna troubles he showed 
both these quaHties in the highest degree, and I hope that our 
Foreign Office will not overlook his merits. 

Aldiough I was reheved, I felt subdued. Memories of the 
past surged in my mind. How often had I crossed the thres¬ 
hold of this hotel to be greeted with deferential bows by 
fiiendly Austrian servants! Here I had dined with Sir William 
Goode in the early post-war years and had discussed a hun¬ 
dred schemes for the reconstruction of Austria. Here, too, I 
had made merry with companions of another sort on more 
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Bride was cancelled. Nevertheless, the programme was a 
reminder that Vienna was not Austria but an mtcrnaaonal 
dty with more mixed blood tlian any other capital m i- 
world. What was a Viennese? A mixture of German, Slo¬ 
vene, Czech, Hungarian, Rmnanian, Croat, and Jew. Eac i 
of these nationaliries was represented in the list of football 
given in the sporting p^cs. 

Only the day before I had read in my Zagreb newspper 
an article claiming that Chiang Kai-Chek, the Christian 
general of China, was a direct descendant of the Slovene monk 
called Kaishek who w’ent to Cliina as a missionary three hun¬ 
dred years ago. Be tliis as it may, Schuschnigg himself, the 
Austrian Chancellor, whose fooUiardincss had brought hh 
own house tumbling down on his head, was of pure Slovene 
origin. All this jumble of Viennese nationalities was inter¬ 
married to an extent which made racial dcfhiiition impos¬ 
sible. Now it W'as to be Germamsed with rutliless German 
efficiency. The German newspapen left no room for doubt 
regarding the Fuehrer’s intentions. Quoting Arndt s famous 
dictum that Austria, on account of lier burden of foreign 
peoples, had only half the German spirit and quarter the 
Gcnnan strength, they demanded the expulsion of 200,000 
JeWfS. But if the Nazis intended to apply the Aryan grand- 
modier comb to Vieima, it was not 200,000 Jews who w'ould 
have to be immobilised, but nearly three times that number. 

I took a taxi and drove to our Legation. As I passed the 
Ballplatz, my chauffeur had some difficulty in making his 
way through the huge crowd which stood outside the old 
Austrian Foreign Office. The w^aiting throng w^as there to 
greet Herr von Ribbentrop who at that moment w^as taking 
over the seals of office from his Austrian predecessor. 

Later in the day, a Nazi journalist w»ho had been present 
gave me a first-hand account of Herr von Ribbentrop’s in¬ 
spection. The ex-champagne merchant had spent the mom- 
ing going through the rooms, sitting at Mcttemich’s tabic, 
examining the great globe which has stood there since the 
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fiivoloQs occadom. In those days the best was always re¬ 
served for die British, These good times—good (oft m if not 
for the Austrians—had lasted almost to the final hour. 

Only a year ago I had seen dbe Duke of Windsor dancing 
in die tea-room, while the same crowd, which now stood so 
patkndy before another hotd to wdcome anodier idol, 
waited outside to <iecr Prince Charming when he lefL 
Therc was sriD a photograph of him in the large ante-room, 
but now no one looked at it. Then wc British had been gods. 
To-day, wie were than nodiing. Where once I had been 
on term< of intimacy with hundreds, I 
less city. 

WiAa 




: malatv* in my stomach I went upstairs to the 
break&wocm. My embarrassment increased when I saw 
yh^t cvexv table was occuped by German officers. They took 
no notice of me. All wctc dressed in sober fidd-grey. The 
fine uniforms of the pre-war had dis^pcared, and with 

dieir disappearance had gone much of the old swagger. 
After standing stupidlY for what secracd an age, I nouocd a 
table at whidi cme oflBcer was breakfeting alone. I walked 
op to him, bowed, and asked if I mi^ sit down. He 
polite and even firicndlv, commenting on the weather wLkh 
was radiant and presendy paying his bill and leaving me 

widi the excuse dtat he had a busy day brfbrc him. 

I ordered my coSec and bou^t a bundle of tbe vaiioos 
morning newspapers.The Seue Freie Presse was srifl dressed 
in its old garb, but its soul had been Nazi^ The fiont ^ 
gave fulsome details of the Fodirer’s arrival in Vi^a. 'Die 
]i-^Ainp article contained an obsequious eulogy rfh istexv ices 
to Deutschtum. But the sport and meatre pages were un¬ 
changed. I scanned the dicatie and cmema programmes. 

Among the pciforinances biDcd for that evening were 

Piis^, TovariA, A Midsumma height s Dream, and, at the 

Opera itself Tbe Bartered Bride, Smetana s great Cz^ 

It OTed a strange programme for Hider Day, ^ 
before the evening came tbe performance of The Bartered 
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Congress of Vienna. He had done his job with quiet dignity, 
and the Austrians had fawned on him. One of the first Ger¬ 
mans to stake his all on Herr ffider’s fortunes, he had won 
that day the triumph of his loyalty. 

It was curious that Ribbentrop, a Reichs German, should 
be interested in Mettemich. For Mettemich was essentially 
an Austrian hero. The Viennese had caUed DoUfbss the Mille- 
mettemich, and the Nazis had murdered Dollfuss. The name, 
intended as a compliment, had brought no luck to the di¬ 
minutive Austrian Chancellor. Mettemich himself had not 
&red too welL Exacdy ninety years ago, in that same month 
of March, he had been forced to flee fi:om ^^eima and to seek 
refuge in Brighton in just the same maimer as the Jewish vic¬ 
tims of the Nazi triumph were now struggling to escape to 
Ei^land. 

Herr von Ribbentrop was not the only Nazi chief who 
had accompanied his Fuehrer to Vienna. Every extra edition 
of the local newspapers announced the arrival of some pro¬ 
minent NazL The advent of Dr. Schacht was heralded with 
headlines containing an illuminating admission of Gct- 
many’s ambitions which the financier had made in an exube¬ 
rant speech: “the road of the Niebelungs is now open to the 
East.” Only General Goering was absmL He had remained 
in Berlin to hold the fort for his Fuehrer and to push on the 

production of Germany’s air force. 

When I reached the Mettemichgasse, it was deserted. The 
big gate of our Legation was shut, and, as the porter ad¬ 
mitted me, he spoke in a low voice. Here there was no 
exuberance. Michael Palairet, our Minister, had already bem 
recalled to London. I knew that he would not come back. 
Only capital cities had Legations, and Vienna was no longer 
a capital. The atmosphere was depressing. A hundred years 
ago, I reflected, the Emperor Ferdinand was bei^ crowned 
in Vienna, and former ambassadors including the envoy of 
His Britannic Majesty had added a colourfiil presence to the 
pomp and majesty of the «remony. In 1938 ^Tienna was 
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celebrating a diflferent triumph to which tlie diplomatic 
representatives of foreign Powers were not invited. 

With increasing gloom I thought of the many happ^ 
mpaU and tulles I had had within these walls with Bri^h 
diplomatists: Sir Francis Lindley, Lord Chilston, Phihp 
Nichols, and the gifted and lovable Allen Leej^r. In those 
days, not so long ago but now mfimtely remote in their irre- 
vocabiUty, the Austrian Government had taken no step with¬ 
out consulting the British Minister. Even during my visit in 
1937 Sir Walford Selby had been pleasandy optimistic. 
Everything was going as well as could be expected. Schusch- 
nigg was doing splendid work. The presence of the Duke of 
Windsor had stimulated British prestige. Austria was 
struggling to rid herself of German influence. 

Now Schuschnigg was imprisoned in the Belvedere and 
even his closest collaborators were cursing him for his mis¬ 
takes. German influence had made Austria a part of Ger¬ 
many. 

At the Legation I found Harold Mack, the First Secretary, 
in charge. He looked tired and worn-out. For three days he 
had been working night and day. Yet his work was now of 
no avafl. He was shut off from all communication with the 
new official world. The Legation was neither beleaguered 
nor molested. It was merely ignored. 

Not wishing to waste either my own time or the time of 
the Legation staff, I made my way back to the Bristol and, 
paying off my taxi, set off on foot to the Consulate, My way 
led me past die Hofburg. It wras the identical path which I 
had trod daily for six months, when, fourteen years ago, I 
was an official of the Anglo-International Bank. 

The Consulate itself was in a former portion of my old 
banL The building, known still as the Giesmueller Palace, 
had great traditions. In 1798 it had housed the French Em¬ 
bassy, with Bemadotte, Napoleon’s marshal and founder of 
Sweden’s royal line, at its head, and from its windowrs the 
soldier-ambassador had watched a mob. infuriated wdth 
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Germanic patriotism, tear down the French txicolonr fiom 
the Emba^ flagstaC Here, too. Bcediovcn and Schubert 
had given concerts, and in the room in which our Consul 
now sat £ismarck had stayed when he attended his nephew’s 
marriage. The same room might have been die scene of a 
more historical marriage. TX^en I called on Taylor in 1937, 
I found him busy with plans for the marriage of the Duke of 
Windsor and Mrs. Wallis Simpson wdio at rhai- Hmf were 
considering being married in V ienna. Had their origtnal in¬ 
tention been carried out, the ceremony would have been 
performed in the Giesmueller Palace. 

If the L^ation had been like a deserted house, the Consu¬ 
late was alive with human activity. The large ant&room was 
crowded widh Viennese Jews seeking such help and advice as 
the British Consulate could give them. John Taylor, our 
Consul, handled them magnificendy, and his calm^ unmffled 
maimer and quiet efficiency made me proud of a brother 
Scot. He had a word of comfon and good counsel for each 
victim, and his soothing influence did much to chase the 
terror from many eyes. But there were tragic scenes, and one 
prominent Jew who had befriended many English people 
in Vi enna foil on die ground, seized Taylor by the ankks, 
and begged him to help him to leave the country. In other 
circumstances the position might have seemed ridiculous. 
But now pity fought with violait indignation for the upper¬ 
most pla<i in my emotions. The Nazis wished to eliminate 
thpse unfortunate people. Yet no Jew was allowed to leave 

the country. 

Taylor took me into his private room, and in halfan-hour 
I had another picture of foe Nazi amp d'etat. Ta^or con¬ 
firmed my impression of the excellent bdiaviour of the Ger¬ 
man troo^. Evoi the Jews welcomed their presence, for the 
troops represented discipline, order and certain standards of 
decency. But working behind them were die Gestapo, die 
dreaded agents of Herr Himmlar. They were already pn^ 

in lai« numbers, and diey had mstitated dre Schncllgeii^ 
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the lightning court which, like the old Ogpu in Moscow, 
carried out sentences in a few minutes. 

Taylor was still in touch with the authorities and offered 
to arrange an interview for me -^ath Seyss-Inquart, the 
puppet Austrian Chancellor who had invited Herr Hitler 
to take control of Austria’s destiny. But I refused. I was no 
longer a journalist. In any case there was only one place to 
study a revolution, and this was in the streets. I remembered 
the first day of the Russian Revolution. Then I had been in 
the streets when the trouble started and had been carried 
along by the singing mob, who forced their way into the 
town Duma in Moscow, What had happened in Vienna was 
also a revolution, I would see it in die same way. And I 
walked the streets till my feet were sore. 

At every comer beggar-women were doing a brisk trade 
in swastika badges and photographs of “Our Fuehrer taken 
since his amval in Vienna,” Nearly everyone including the 
few forei^en wore in their button-hole some badge of 
identification. Only the Jews were forbidden to wear any 
emblem, and with an obstinate pride I accepted voluntarily 
the same ban. But, altnough the Inn er Town was densely 
packed with exultant Joy-riders, no one asked me a question 
or mterfered with my fi-ee passage. The first Russian Revo¬ 
lution had been a people’s hohday characterised by much 
kissing and flag-waving and fi-equent repetitions of the 
popular slogans: “Constitudon” and “peace without an¬ 
nexations and conmbuaons.” True, to most of the ignorant 
mob “komtitutsia” was a grandmother and “anneksi and 
kontributsi” distant provinces akin to Alsace and Lorraine. 
But th^ presented in the heart of the people both rehef 

from the long strain of war and the promise of a better 
future. 

Vie^a revolution was a soldiers’ joy-ride, and out- 
war^y it bore the same evidences of good humour and 
^taaom But there was one difference. In referring to 
British amasms of the rape of Austria”, Mr. Ward Price. 
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who had oitEred Austria with the Goman troops and had 
been received by Herr Hider, had said “if diis was rapi^ 
never have I seen a more willing victim.” There was truth in 
the observation, but only a half-truth. Those who lined die 
Tnatn streets and who cheered and flag-waved so lustily were 
young men and women nrider twenty-five. In the side 
streets I saw unmistakable signs of distress on die &ces of 
the older people. 

Nazir-ism is, above all, a youth movement, for youth, be¬ 
wildered by Ae ferment of post-war ideas, wants jobs and 
hopes to get them firom an omnipotent Fuehrer. In all cou^ 
tries the men and women over forty want security, and in 
Vienna on that day there were many men and women of 
over forty who would lose their all and were already con¬ 
scious of the impending loss. But they would vote for Hot 
m die plebiscite which had just been announced with 
illogicahty by the Nazis who had turned out Ifcff 
^ _inig g for dating to suggest a similar plebiscite . The 

‘safety first” instinct is strong in most of us, and nearly 
revolutionary movement is made by a small bm viofcm 
minority. The Bolshevik revolution was certainly the work 
of a minority, and in the Civil War minorities represen^ 
bodi sides, the masses changing over more dian once as the 

fortunes of war swung in the balance. . 

Sir George Ogilvie Forbes, who was in Maifad during t^ 
Spanish CivU War, told me that a similar rductance to te 

dLwn into the struggle was evid^ 

, « -1 _Hm- Hider made his dramatic 

die SpanisD 


typical ill< 
Somschni 



vm'^olOTdy prtvNazL ThTother fifty per cent, 


signs 



BRUCE LOCKHART H 7 

character of Vienna, All were open. Scores of tourist agen¬ 
cies proclaimed the merits of Austria as a happy home for 
hoHday-makers. A shop, probably Jewish, still flaunted in 
bold lettering its sign of “Old Bond Street”. But already on a 
few of the more obviously Jewish shops the signs had been 
obhterated, and a red poster proclaimed that the concern had 
been taken over by the Nazis. The bookshops, too, had 
transformed their windows. The works of Jewish authors 
had been removed, A huge photograph of the Fuehrer, 
draped in Nazi colours, filled the centre of the lay-out, and 
round it in serried rows were piled copies of Mein Kampf. In 
every background hung a map showing in deep red lines the 
fi-ontiers of the new German Commonwealth. 

I turned aside to enter the great cathedral of St. Stephen 
where I had so often prayed in the past. To-day, it was de¬ 
serted. All Vieima, including the priests, was in the streets. 
Rather morbidly I began to look for the old night-haunts 
where in bygone years I had wasted my substance. Many of 
them had been owned by Jews. Already there had been many 
changes since my time. Now there would soon be more. 
Where was Haupt, the king of Nachtlokal violinists, who 
had initiated me into the intoxicating charms of Viennese 
Lieder: “Von Sekt sind die Gcigcn bcrauscht”, “Wien, 
Wien, nur Du Allein”, “Ich weiss auf der Wieden ein kleincs 
Hotel”, “Im Prater bliihen die Baume”, and “Es gibt Dinge 
dien luss man vergessen”? There were many things now that 
one would have to forget: the champagne and the violins, 
the Viennese girls, the gayest, the bravest, and the least mer¬ 
cenary of all die lost tribe of Liliths, the litde hotels in the 
Prater. There were Utde hotels nearer than that. They were 
there quite close to me in the Utde side-streets oflf the Kaert- 
nerstrasse, dingy, dirty rabbit-warrens to which the street 
prostitutes brought their chents at all hours of the day and 
night. Now they, too, would be cleared away, and the 

cleansing would be one entry on the credit side of the Nazi 
book of deeds. 
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Still prompted by a vain dearc to resurrect the I wcait 
across to Meissl and Schadn’s, the old hoed in which I 
my first nig ht in Vienna mote than thi^ years ago. hi 
days it was nnnrh ^eejuented by Austrian officers. Here was 
enacted the grim tragedy of Colond Redl, a senior officer of 
the Austrian General Staffi who not long before the Gt^ 
War sold the Austrian secret war plans to the Russian 
Government. When his treachery was discover^ 
his brother officers called on him at Meissl and Sch^ s 
and, having explained the situation, said goodbye, leaving a 
loaded revolver on the table. They waited dowmtaiB u^ 
the sound of a shot told them that die ^lond had taken the 
easiest way out. It was a typical soldier’s daioum^ ve^ 
gentlemanly and very Austrian. To^y, the Na^ would 
Zsc different methods. But, I reflected, there were few cases 
in history of a German officer betraying ^ ron^. 

From Meissl and Schadn’s I went to the^ 
restaurant which had been made feshionably popi^ by tbe 
Duke of Windsor. A year ago almost to a^y I had 
here with Hans Simon, a forma Austrian 
weU-knossm in the higher Bnash financial world. For 1 ^ 
we had discussed the Austrian situation. Simon 
mildly pro-Habsburg, not for s^ttotayea^ 1 ^ bfr 
cause ffie Habsburg solution was the 

CTowiS I thought then that an attempted restoraim 

was more likely to provoke Nazi 

Anarchists 

that he had already left for 

when Herr Schuschnigg paid his feteful visi 

made my way back to my hotel in » 

fes^on.T^d'^Sr’s or rather what once was Sarher . 
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Here, too, I had often stayed, had cakci; part iii coufcrcnces 
with Bank of England directors, and had listened to Ralpli 
Hamlyn pleading for the salvation ot die Austria wliich he 

loved so passionately. 

At Sacher s I had spent many nights in frivolous entertain¬ 
ment with young sparks of the Austrian aristocracy and in a 
private room had seen them, as the last botde was opened, 
raise their glasses to the young Archduke whom diey called 
their Emperor. There was no place reser\Td for them in to¬ 
day’s celebrations. Some of them would seek to cuit\' favour 
with the new regime, but for the majorin' this Gcnna:! 
holiday was an Austrian day of mourning. 

As I stood hesitatingly before the dark-grey building, a 
band of young boys and girls, holding hands and shouting 
Heil Hider, came running round the comer and in dieir 
mad dash nearly knocked me over. They were rushing to 
gain a place on die Ring where already huge crowds were 
assembled for the great military^ parade in wliich the Fuehrer 
hims elf was to take part. These young people symbolised the 
spirit of the new Vienna. The old Vienna, which I had 
Imown, was a shadow city of ghosts. 


R 



CHAPTER TfFO 


IT WAS AFTER two o’dock ^len I myself back in die 

BristoL I had had to struck for tbe last two hondred yards of 

my walk, for both sides of the Ring were lined twelve de^ 
with people. This was the Fnehrer’s hour. Since his arrival 
on die previous evening he had been doseted in his hotd. 
Now he was to show himself to the Austrian people. 

I was hot and tired, hot already I had b^tm to r^jret my 
refbsal of Taylor*s ofier to provide me with a jonmalist’s seat 
at die Hddenplatz, where the Fnehrer was to speak. Now I 
should not even see the maxchr-past. The window of my 
room looked out on a backyard. The serried rows on die 
Ring were an impoaetrable barrier. As I walked throngh the 
wall, I had a stroke of luck. I ran into the officer widi whom 
I had breakfosted in die morning. He recogoised me widi a 
smile. 

“Arc you not going to see die parade?** he asked. 

I told him that I had no place. 

*‘Ho,** he said, ‘‘we’ll soon mend that. Come with me.” 

He took me upstairs to a large room on the first floor. It 
was comparatively empty. At the open windows sat a score 
of rather dowdily-dre^ed women. They were, I imagined, 
the wives or fiiends of the German officers staying in the 
hotel But only two or three officers were present. The others 
were taking part in the parade. Fortunately, for me, my new 
af qiiaiTiranrp was on the Air Staff* and had a fixe afiemoon. 
He found a comer for me at a window firom which I had a 

dear view of the Ring. 

Herr Hider was already at the Hddenplatz, and loud¬ 
speakers relayed his roi^jh, harsh voice to the waiting crowd 
l^W. When he had finishe d his speech, a dull throbbing 
sound of engines filled the air. I saw die crowd bdow hend 
back their heads like one man to scan the sky. In a fiw 
seconds a great host of aeroplanes-^two hundred and fifty my 

as© 
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oflficer friend told me—sped gracefully across the cl^, blue 
sky. Then down the street came the sound of marching feet. 
The procession had begun. The German troops had been 
only forty-eight hours in Vienna; yet forty thousand men 

were taking part in the parade. 

As the first platoon came into sight, the crowd cheered 

itself hoarse. The troops marched well Their physique was 
good, but not so impressive as that of a pre-war German bat¬ 
talion. They looked very young. Most of them were bom in 
the last year of the Great War, and in all European countries 
the 1918 generation is below standard. They were rather 
dirty-looking. Indeed, their tramping feet raised small col¬ 
umns of dust, for Vienna was enjoying Hitler weather, and 
the sun beat down on crowd and troops alike with almost 
summer heat. 

As the soldiers passed, girls in the crowd threw garlands of 
wild flowers at them. The soldiers smiled good-humouredly, 
but they never relaxed their discipline for a second. Their 
rifles and their grey steel-helmets, glinting in the sun, moved 
forward with machine-like precision. Only their pink and 
sweating cheeks distinguished them from an army ofCapek*s 
Robots. 

I made a close study of the crowd. It was composed of all 
classes. For once workers and bourgeois stood side by side 
with imdivided enthusiasm. My predominant impression 
was of young faces and rather shabby clothes. This was no 
host of reactionaries assembled to greet a reactionary tri¬ 
umph. Whatever their motive, it was the people of Vienna 
who lined the streets. And they behaved vdth typical Vien¬ 
nese good-humour and hght-heartedness, reheving the sol¬ 
emnity of the occasion with a touch of comedy which a 
Berlin crowd would never have attempted. Every regiment 
that passed had its band. But the bands were silent. Perhaps 
they were too tired to play. More probably there had been 
no order from a higher source, and in its absence no regi¬ 
mental oflBcer dared to give the command. Then a sturdy 
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workmm in the street below me started a rasping shout of 

Musik”. The joyous crowd took up the refiain, and at once 

both sides of the Ring resounded with an insistent chant of 

Mu-sik, Mu-sik”. The troops smiled. But they did not 
play. 

I turned to my friendly oflScer. “Their enthusiasm is won¬ 
derful, I said politely. Yes’*, he said nonchalantly. **But 

the Fuehrer will make them work soon. They won’t like that 
so much.” 

There was no arrogance in his voice. But he spoke with a 
quiet assurance which indicated his implicit belief in Ger¬ 
man superiority and in the German virtues of order and dis¬ 
cipline, I remembered previous conversations with Austrian 
officers and diplomatists who had served in Berlin during 
the ^Var.There was not one who had not made some com¬ 
plaint of his treatment by the Prussians. Back to my mind 
flashed the memory of a remark made to me in 1920 by a 
high Austrian official who had played a leading part at die 
peace negotiations. 

“I was forced,” he said, “to be present at a surgical opera¬ 
tion on my country. But the British surgeons were so kind 
that some of the pain at least was alleviated. It was, of course, 
humiliating to have to b^ for charity and mercy, but not so 
insulting as the humiliation which was felt by every Aus¬ 
trian who had to deal with Prussians during the war.” 

After all, there was a world of dififcrence between the Aus¬ 
trian and the Prussian. It is not the great invasions which 
cause the political transformations of history, but the changes 
in die ideas of peoples. Vienna might rejoice to-day over a 
Hider holiday, but, unless the German Messiah could change 
or had already changed the mentality of Austrian youth, 
there was much in the new r^ime which would soon prove 
distasteful to the easy-going Austrian. 

I had time enough for reflections of this nature, for the 
military parade seemed to last interminably. By now it was 
becoming monotonous. In dieir field-grey die troops looked 
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too miifh alike, and cvct. in the street there was a noti' 
in the enthusiasm as when a Cup Final degen 

into a stalemate of poor footbalL 
Then suddenly die atmosphere becomes electric 
crowd stiffens, and from higher up the Ring swells d 
tained roar of thousands of voices. The Fuehrer is appi 
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ing. 

Presendy his open car comes into sight He stands bolt up¬ 
right, like a dummy figure, holding the windscreen with one 
han A His free is almost hidden beneath his clumsy uniform 
cap, and all the power and the might and the glory seem to 
be concentrated in the grotesque Charlie Chaplin moustache. 
Behind him sit the unjdeasant-looking Himmler, the Der- 
jinsky of the Nazi movement, and two generals. 

The car crawls at a snail’s pace. There may be scores of 
Gestapo agents among the vast crowd. But they are not 
visible. There is no double cordon of troops or police to over¬ 
awe the would-be assassins, or even to keep die straining 
mob in its place. Anyone could have thrown a bomb with 
almost certain success. From the windows of the houses any¬ 
one could have fired two or three shots with an odds-on 
chance of killing his man. 

I am impressed almost against my vnU. Even the bitterest 
and-Nazi, I say to myself, must admit that Herr Hider has 
courage. And the Fuehrer thinks, as think he must, that all 
Austria is on his side, he has some justification for liis belief. 

As he passes, the crowd surges forward in an ecstasy of 
emotional fervour. The women beside me at the open win¬ 
dow spring to their feet. Their breasts are heaving. Their 
eyes are wet with tears of excitement. Thousands of hands 
shoot out at a rigid right angle, and to a series of roars of 
“Sieg Heil! Sieg Heil!” as rapid as machine-gun fire, the 
litde man passes on his way. 

This Tuesday of March 15, 1938, was Hidcr’s greatest 
triumph, and to find its parallel one has to go back to the 
days of Rome when il lite r a t e privates became emperors. 
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The procession was not yet over. After the troops and the 
great man had passed, came lorries with Austrian Nazb and 
proletarian representatives from the big Viennese &ctories. 
They looked shoddy and unreal, and their presence was an 
and-climax. Long before the last lorry had thundered past, 
the Fuehrer was already on his way back by aeroplaw to 
Germany. 

Shghtly enervated by my own emotions, I went down¬ 
stairs to the iimer hall to order some coffee. Presendv in 



the parade. They sat down quietly at the tables. The largest 
group was round a little, dapper, bemonocled general 
Again I was impressed by their bdiaviour. They were tired 
and very sober. They dr ank tea or coffee, smoked cigarettes, 
and spoke in low voices. These were not “the sons of Belial 
flown with insolence and wine” of my pre-war student days 
in Berlin. Whm, five abreast, they pas^ you on the stairs, 
they made a gap. They were pohic and dignified. They 
looked impressively, almost alarmingly efficient. 

As I sat w'atching them, I felt sad and depressed. During 
the day I had talked with several British officials who, like 
John Taylor, had Uved with the Austrian situation for many 
years. They were full of regret for what they regarded as an 
historical tragedy. I tried to sec the events of the day in their 
true perspective. For some years past the British had looked 
on Vienna as a second home. Austria had become almost a 
colony, an adopted daughter to be addressed in terms of 
“poor-dear Austria”. Yet we had done litde for our foster- 
child- True, we had lent her money. But recipients of doles 
regard them as a necessity and not as a fevour. We had been 
mildly sentimental, but against this sentimentality coidd be 
set the post-war mistakes for which we all were responsible. 

Immediately after a war for the self-determination of 
peoples, Austria had wanted to attach herself to Republican 
^rmany. The French would not hear of it, and we h^ 
acauicsccd. Yet morally it was just as wrong to refbsc self- 
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determination to a people who wished to be dependent as it 
was for Signor Mussolini to violate the liberty of a people 
who desired to remain independent. If this was not strictly 
true, it was at any rate the point of view of all Germans and 
many Austrians, and, inevitably, it made our moral indigna¬ 
tion over Abyssinia very suspect to Central Europe^ eyes. 
Sentiment has its place in international relationships, but 
sometimes it acts like a film over the eyes of reahty. 

Again, the French had vetoed the later proposals of Dr. 
Curtius and Herr Stresemann for a Customs Union between 
Germany and Austria. And again we had done nothing. And 
to-day what would Britain and France not give to put the 
dock back to the days of Stresemann? Yet again, if we were 
against the Anschluss, surely self-interest demanded that we 
should have given to Austria the means of economic exist¬ 
ence. In the early post-war days diplomatists like Sir George 
Clerk and Sir Francis Lindley had urged some system of 
economic co-operation between the Danubian States. But 
the effort had been poorly sustained. And because the effort 
was half-hearted, and because they believed that France and 
Britain would never permit the re-armament of Germany, 
the Czechoslovaks, the Rumanians, and the Yugoslavs had 
followed the example of their Great Power allies and had 
held on obstinately to all that they had won, delaying the 
concessions whose only chan<x of success depended on their 
being made in time. 

The folly of this policy or lack of policy had helped to 
make Hider and to ijly to his standard Germans living out¬ 
side of Germany. A re-armed Germany had now intervened 
to right in her own way wrongs which we should have 
rectified when we were strong and Germany and Austria 
were weak. And a considerable proportion of the Austrian 
people had acquiesced willingly, both in the method and the 
result of the intervention. The rule of force had been estab¬ 
lished. It was recognised not only by Austria, but by aL 
Austria’s neighbours. Everywhere diere was fear of Germany 
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but there was ako the caudon and the tespect which fear 
imposes. The post-war prestige of France and Britain had 
sunk. There were, of course, many other considerations and 
diflSculries about which one could wrangk and argue inter- 

min ably. But here was the whole conclusion of an unpleasant 
matter. 

I was still hot and footsore, but I was too restless to fed 
tired, I had to make my plans. Now that the Fuehrer had left 
Austrian soil, there would be an inevitable luIL The process 
of Nazifymg Austria would take many weeks to complete. 

I could not afibrd the time to stay and watch it. In any case, 
with Germans pouring into Vienna with every train, it was 
uncertain how long I could keep my room. Now that the 
aimexation was an accomplished fact, Prague would be even 
more exdting than Vienna. A leading artide in the Deutsche 
Allgetneine Zeitung that afternoon made this quite dear. The 
artide dealt with the unfulfilled aims of Nazi policy in re¬ 
gard to German minorities in other countries. It pointed out 
that minorities were a curse to every country, that treaties 
which allotted large minorities were not peace treaties but 
only armistices, and that Germany had no further ambition 
than to reclaim the Germans at presoit living outside the 
ReicL There was a specific reference to the Sudeten Ger¬ 
mans in Czechoslovakia. 

Moved by these considerations, I made up my mind to go 
to Prague at once. I telephoned to John Taylor, our Consul, 
and within half-an-hour that great litde man had obtained a 
sleeping-berdi for me on the Prague train. Ei^aging a 
“sleeper” sovinds a simple matter, but at a time when all is 
confusion and when even those in authority arc not sure 
what is going to happai, it represents stout work and the 
possession of that powerful local influence which is the hall^ 

mark of every effident ConsuL 

After packing my thii^ I took a taxi and drove out to 

Grinzing, the litde suburb at the foot of the Kahlcnborg- It is 
surrounded by vineyards, and here in s umme r the Viennese 
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gadier to drink the “Heuriger ” or new wine and to make 
merry with song. It figures in one of the scenes of the film 
Congress Dances^ and has given inspiration to all the Viennese 
song-writers from Schubert to Benatsky. Every Englishman 
-who has been to Vienna know it either from a personal visit 
or from the song: 

“Ich moecht* einmal wieder in Grinzing sein, 

Bei Wein, bei Wein, bei Wein.” 


The place had always been a frvourite resort of mine, and, 
wondering if I should ever visit ^^enna again, I came here to 
spend a quiet hour before going back to the Consulate to say 
good-bye to Taylor. In my desire for seclusion I had chosen 
the right spot. Citizens of Chicago lived through the worst 
period of gangsterdom without ever hearing a shot fired or 


once setting eyes on Al Capone. And here at G rinzin g, with¬ 
in a tuile or two of all the hubbub and cheering in the Ring, 
I found absolute peace. The place was deserted. The gardens 
of the litde restaurants were a wilderness of winter-grass and 
neady st acke d tables. I found a s mall restaurant open, and 
talked to the Wirth while I drank a glass of wine. 

“I hope that you are going to have a good season,” I said 
politely. 


He shrugged his shoulders. **God grant,” he muttered fer- 
vendy. “But with all these pohdeal changes who knows. 
There will be fewer tourists.” 


To the post-war Austrian **tourism” meant money and a 

prodigy of expenditure to which the local Viennese could 
not aspire. 

I left him and drove up to Kobenzl where in bygone sum¬ 
mer days I had Iain in die cool grass and read my book or 
tried to wnte. Here, too, was a satisfying solitude. From here 
Lori would have written a poetic farewell to Vienna. A 
supffb desenprion of the deseeding night would have sym¬ 
bolised the Men greatness of an empire, now remembered 
only by the tombs of its Kaisers and the empty palaces of a 
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once proud aristocracy. But my own dioughts woe still busy 
with the honest Wirth that I had left down below. How 
much, I wondered, did revolutions and political convulsions 
help the small man. Future generations might benefit, be¬ 
cause by the time they grew up revolutions were stabilised 
to a new normal But die present goieration always suffered. 

Soon I was lost in the dark passages of futile speculation. 
But I littered on, waiting on die wooded hill until the first 
hghts began to twinkle from the Danube dty. At first there 
was no sign that the night had ftUen on a new \^enna. Slowly 
die stars came out, very bright in die dear atmosphere. Then 
suddenly a stream of yellow-electncity shot up fiom the 
centre of the dry. The Rathaus had sprung into floodr-lig|ht 
in honour of the Nazi triumph. 

On my way back into the dty I passed a group of Austrian 
Nazis. They were marchii^ in military formation, and shy¬ 
ing the words of the Horst IVessel Ued: 

“Die Strasse fid den braunen BataHionen, 

Die Strasse fid dem Sturmabtdlungsmann! 

£s schaut auf uns voU HofiBiung Milhonen; 

Der Tag filer Freihdt und fuer Brot biicht an.” 

[Make free the vray for our brave Brown battalions; 

For g allan t storm-troo{» sweep die broad road dear. 

On us are fixed the longing hopes of millions; 

The Day Ifor Freedom and fi>r Bread draws near.] 

In St. Petersburg I had seal anotha revolution carried offl 
to a gniilar slogan of bread— *bread and peace . But Rnssa 
had found no peace. Herr Hida would bring bread to 
na. German eflSdcncy would see to that. But would he bring 

freedom? . . i 

It was strange to hear die German Nasn Lied s™>g «>y 

Austrians in a dty which had won universal feme fiir Lieda 
of a hghttr sort, and which even in the difficult post^ 
years had givai to the world artists and singprs like Paula 

Wessehr. 
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Yet even in its death-agony anti-Nazi Vie^ co^d still 
smile bravely, and find in the Horst Wessel Lied the invita¬ 
tion for the first Viennese jest on the Hitlerian coup d itat. 
On the first day of the new regime the httle daughter of an 
anti-Nazi Austrian family came back from school. 

“Well, Lies!,” said her anxious father, “how did you get 

onr 

“oh, not so bad,” said the htde girl, “the teacher made us 
dng the Paula Wessely Lied all the time.” 

It was after seven before I reached the Consulate. But John 
Tavlor was stUl working at full pressure. His day had been 
fuU of incident. An Engfish business man with a Jewish name 
had been arrested and nearly beaten up by Austrian Nazis. 
Taylor had secured his release. On the Consular desk lay a 
sheaf of telegrams from England seeking news of English 
girls who were studying German and art in Vienna. One 
signed by Lord Halifax requested the Consul to send home 
at once Miss Ormsby-Gore, die daughter of the former 
Secretary of State for the Colonies. Taylor had answered all 
the telegrams and made the necessary arrangements for Miss 
Ormsby-Gore’s departure. Yet his work was not over. The 
queue of Jewish suppliants seemed as large as ever. 

I sat down and waited. At last everyone had been dealt 
with, and I helped Taylor to clear up. In the outer room we 
found a narrow, oblong tin. For a second I half-wondered if 
it migh t be an infernal machine. Taylor unscrewed it. It con¬ 
tained a packet of rubber sheaths. Under Nazi law the sale of 
contraceptives is a serious offence. Presumably, some anti- 
Nazi visitor, afraid of being beaten up if he were found with 
such a tin in his possession, had discreedy left it in the Con¬ 
sulate. 

When all was ready, I went off to dine with Taylor before 
catching the night train to Prague. His house was on the out¬ 
skirts, and to reach it we had to drive through the dty. 
Strangely enough, the streets, full all day, were now almost 
deserted. The vast crowd, worn out by three days of over- 
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enthusiasm, had at last gone indoors. Even the stieet- 
hawkers, who had reaped a rich harvest from die sale of 
swastika badges and photographs of the Fuehrer, had dis- 
appe^ed. In the stillness of the star-lit night Vienna looked 
bewilderingly beautifuL 

Dinner was an interrupted meal, Taylor being rallwl 
away to the telephone every few minutes. But he gave me a 
graphic account of the situation as he had seen it. Behind the 
scenes of oithusiasm in the street, things were moving fist. 
The thousands of Himmler’s Gestapo agents had already been 
busy. The Schnel^ericht had claimed its first victims. 
Arrets were being carried out ruthlessly. Several British 
subjects had been threatened. Others, employed by Jewish 
firms, were already bemoaning the almost certain loss of 
dieir Jobs. 

These vrere the commonplaces of a Consul’s daily round. 
He recounted them without any display of nervousness or 
excitement. 

He asked me if I had heard any news of Douglas Reed, 
The Times Vienna correspondent and subsequent author of 
Insanity Fair. Reed, who had written a previous book on die 
Reichstag fire, was in the Nazi black books and had wisely 
raken his departure as soon as the Gestapo agents made their 
first appearance in Vienna. Taylor had provided him with a 
new British passport on which there was no mention of his 
profession. News had reached the Consulate that Reed had 
been searched at the aerodrome and diat his money had been 
rakm from him. No onc knew whether he had bera attested 
or allowed to leave die country, and it was not until I 
reached Prague that I learnt that he had arrived safely in 
Switzerland. 

There was another guest besides myself at the Consular 
dinncr-toble. Tliis was a Jewish bwyer, who had done mudi 
exceUent work for the British authorities in ^ricnna. He was 
leaving for Prague that night, and would have die sleqia 
next to mine- Taylor, who had provided him widi specfal 
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papers, begged me to keep an eye on him and to help him in 
case of any trouble. I gave my promise at once, but not with¬ 
out a feeling of uneasiness which increased when Taylor 
warned me ^at I could not expea to cross the Czechoslovak 
frontier as easily as I had entered Austria from Yugoslavia. 

At the station, however, all was normaL Tired and leg- 
weary, I entered my sleeper. I had not rested for nearly 
twenty hours, and we were close to Prague before I awoke. 
Once again I had crossed the frontier without a German 
even entering my compartment. 

In the grey dawn, with a smoke-pall hanging over the city, 
I felt a twinge of conscience regarding the fate of the Jewish 
lawyer. I should have been awake and vigilant at the frontier. 
I opened my door, and there he was, standing in the corridor, 
a wan of relief on his face. My own relief was almost as 

great. He was safe, even if he had been deprived of all that he 
possessed. 

The British Legation servant was on the platform, and 
soon I was being conveyed in a comfortable car to the Thun 
Palace, where formerly I had spent so many happy years. At 
the great archway gate stood Rosenbaum, Sir George 
Clerk’s former buder and now the occupant of the Legation 
porter’s lodge. 

It was not yet seven, and I was taken up to my bedroom on 
the third floor. I opened the big windows and looked down 
on the city below me. The fog had lifted, and the dull dawn 
had become a clear spring morning. Slowly I took in the 
huge expanse of vista from Rramaf’s villa on the left, across 
the new town, over the waters of the Vluva river, shining 
like silver in the sun, to the green cupolas of St Mikulas be¬ 
neath the shadow of the Petrin hill on the right. 

I lingered over the old landmarks: the roof of the National 
dieatre, the statue of Jan Nepomuk, and the towers of the 
Karluv Most. My emotions were mixed. I felt a nostalgic 
regret for the past. Never again should I sec President Masa- 
ryk sitting erect on his horse and riding in the Stromovka in 



262 GUNS OR BUTTER 

the early hours of the morning before riotous young secre¬ 
taries had gone to their be<L He was the noblest figure and 
the fairest-minded man that I had met in any country since 
the war. I thanked God that die seventeen years of his presi¬ 
dency had been blessed with peace, that he had died in the 
knowledge that his work had prospered, that he had been 
spared the grim present and the perhaps grimmer future. 
Kramaf, embittered nationalist, but full of charm, was also 
dead. Svehla, too, was gone, and many others besides, and 
their passing marked the milestones in my own life. 

But there was also happiness in my heart. I was in a city 
in which I had many fiicnds. Above all, there was an air in 
which one could breathe fi^ecly. In Vienna the hedge of 
rifles had seemed to choke me. Here I was in a democratic 
country which, unlike some of my countrymen, I had 
always liked and which since its creation had made more 
rapid progress than any country that I had ever visited. And 
in that work of progress towards a better civilisation I was 
proud to have been even in the humblest way a participant. 



CHAPTER THREE 


I FOUND PRAGUE Under the emotional domination of the 
events in Austria. One had only to look at the map of 
central Europe in order to realise that the prevailing anxiety 
was inevitable. Czechoslovakia had built a series of almost 
impregnable Maginot lines to the North. Now she had a 
new d^ger in her rear. With 100,000—or was it 200,000?— 
German troops spread over Austria, she was nipped between 
the pincers of a huge German nut-cracker. When and how 
woidd it close? 

This was the question which agitated the mind of every 
Czech. Many wondered what Britain and France would do. 
Some had high hopes; others, disillusioned by unf ulfill ed 
promises, were pessimistic. Most people were prepared for 
far-reaching concessions to the Sudeten-Gcrmans. All were 
determined to fight to the bitter end, if Germany, as many 
feared, intended to annex their country. It was this deter¬ 
mination, combined with the admirable calm of the whole 
population, which made the strongest impression on me. 

My time was fully occupied in seeing old friends. In 
Vienna it had been difficult to establish contact with the 
authorities. The Austrians had ceased to count The chief 
actors in the tirama of annexation were Germans, and all of 
them had been engaged in staging the pageant of the 
Fuehrer’s triumph. Here in Prague my difficulty was to avoid 
seeing too m any people. I was glad that I was suying at our 
Legation. My position as a guest provided me with an ade¬ 
quate excuse for evading embarrassing questions. 

The Legation staff was working overtime, but I had, of 
course, several long talks and walks with Basil Newton, our 
Minister. He had come to Prague from Berlin where he had 
been Counsellor of Embassy, and he knew both the Czech 
and the German points of view. A descendant of Cochrane, 
he has much of ^t great admiral’s phlegm, I had worked 
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with him in London for a few months after the war and 
never once had I seen him flurried or impatiait. Shrewd in 
judgment and tactful in manner, he possesses an almost judi¬ 
cial impartiahty, a quahty valuable in a diplomatist, pwpnfial 
in a country like Czechoslovakia, and, unfortunately, not 
possessed by aU previous British Ministers in Pn^e. Tlacil 
Newton, I felt, was a sound man for a deliratp and most diffi¬ 
cult situation. 

My first contact with Czech officialdom prepared me ftir 
the barrage of questions which were to be ffied at me from 
all sides. On the night of my return to the city where I had 
spent so many years 1 dined with an official of the Czech 
^reign Office. He was a fine fellow, big, strong, intelligent, 
and a brilliant linguist. He had been an officer in the former 
Austrian army and had spent two years in Russia as a war- 
prisoner. He had re-visi^ that country after die war as a 
Czechoslovak subject and spoke Russian with an easy 
fluency. His views on Russia represented a fundamental 
difference between Czechoslovakia and her little Entente 
partners, Yugoslavia and Rumania. The Yugosbvs and the 
R umanians have a wholesome dread of Bolshevik Russia. 


Many Czechs believe in the efficacy of Czechodovakia’s pact 
with the Soviet Government. 

My fiiend was one of them. He had no sympathy with 
Bolshevism. He was not perturbed by the Moscow trials, nor 
was his faith shaken by ffie crude elimmadon of die Bolshe¬ 
vik Old Guard. He r^arded these purges as inevitable and 
even desirable. He saw in them a proof of the growing 


ytiyngfh of nationalism in Russia. 

What he did rely on was the new generation vdiich knew 
nothing of the outside world, but which was stroi^ and 
conscious of its power. The fundamental and lasting effect of 
die Russian revolution had been, not the esta b l i s hme nt of a 
new political system, but the transformation of the old, slow- 
witted, “mujik” into a smart, clean-shaven young 

mm v^o was already more air-minded than most westUg 
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Europeans. Nor was my Czech friend worried by any 
doubts regarding the efficiency of an army whose command¬ 
ing officers could never be certain whether tlicy were going 
to be promoted or executed. Russia had men enough, and 
there were scores of good officers to take the place of 
traitors. 

His views were perhaps extreme, but I also met more 
highly-placed Czechs who w'erc convinced not only that 
Russia was much stronger militarily than in 1914—and this 
I was prepared to believe—but also tliat she w^ould honour 
her pledges without hesitation. 

Probably to many Czechs the wish is fatlier to the thought, 
although I am bound to admit that tlie Czechoslovak 
Foreign Office is exceptionally well-informed about Russia. 
I could not help feeling that this faith in Russia w'as perhaps 
the gravest compheadon in a situation that bristled with a 
thousand difficulties. For, whatever might be Herr Hider's 
objectives in Czechoslovakia, his main aim was certainly to 
to make it impossible for Czechoslovakia to be used as a 
jumping-off ground for a Franco-Russian attack on Germany. 

We dined in a new fish restaurant under the shadow of 
the huge statue of King Wenceslaus, and after dinner my 
host ofiered to take me round the night haunts of Prague. 
But my heart was not in Nachtlokals. I had re-visited them 
completely and thoroughly the year before with some 
fiiends that I had met at Karel Capek’s. And I had seen 
ghosts, phantoms of once brilliant pianists who had never 
emerged from the morass of night-life, and of a talented 
operatic tenor who had slid down into Avemus. The girls of 
yester-year had disappeared, their short tinsel reign over. 
Only the proprietors and the head-waiters remained. 

I wanted to talk pohtics, and wx went to a quiet httle 
wine-cellar in a sixteenth century house. The cellar roof w'^as 
vaulted. On a shelf old-fashioned bottles stood between sets 
of medieval armour. A rough slab on the wall bore the 
signature of an Imperial hangman who had phed a busy 
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trade after the battle of the White Mountain, where in 1620 
Bohemia lost her independence. A radio set, relaying pre¬ 
war gipsy songs, from Moscow of all places, provided the 
only touch of modernity. And here we sat until kte into the 
night, while my friend tried to cross-examine me on what 
Britain would do in certain eventuaHdes. Were we blind to 
our danger? Did we not realise that die future of the British 
Empire might be lost or won on the battlefields of Czecho¬ 
slovakia? 

I thought that this was not impossible. Even more than 
Belgium Czechoslovakia had been the coclq>it of Europe’s 
long list of wars. During the seven years of my more or less 
permanent resid^ce I had fished near or shot over a dozen 
batdefields, including Austerlitz, Hochkirchcn, Tumau, 
Kolin and Koenn^;ractz. 

But what could I say? I was ignorant of the intentions of 
my Government. In all probabUity diey were soil unformed, 
for the German problem in Czechoslovakia had as many 
sides as the facets of a diam ond- In my heart I felt that, if the 
Czechs were to fight alone, the venture would be tanta^ 
mount to suicide. If Hitler only wanted, as he had always 
stated, to safeguard the thrce-and-a-<juartcr milhcm German 
minority, comd dicre be a European war over the fete of the 
Sudeten Germans? That would be illogical, because at Ac 
end of the war, if Germany’s opponents were victonous, the 
problem would still r emain. If me Fudirer intended to incor¬ 
porate the German minority in Ac Rddi, could we go to 
war? The answer was more difficult. Thae vsras a feidy solid 
Ttia^ of Germans living on the NorAcm frontier of Czecho¬ 
slovakia, but Acre were other enclaves of Germans extend¬ 
ing deeply into Ae country. In m a ny places Ac two races 
were hopelessly intermingled. The very nomenclature 

stressed Ac absence of clcar-eut Avisions. The three Gamm 

Ministers who had been members of ^ Cz^ostovak 

Cabmet wcie called Czech, Spina, and Zahig^ aU pu^ 

CTfT-h names. One of Ac leaders of Ac Czech Socialists was 
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Pan Nemec—Mr. German. My late friend and former 
Finance Minister bore the German name of Sonntag. 
But Britain, I felt, would not go to war to prevent a partial 
incorporation of the German minority, more especially as the 
issue was never likely to be presented in the form of an ex¬ 
ternal aggression. The Fuehrer liked to work from the inside. 

There was another alternative. Shakespeare had set a sea¬ 
board to Bohe mia less ignorantly than most people sup¬ 
posed, for at one period of her history Bohemia extended to 
the Adriatic. What frontiers would Hitler fix? If he intended 
to annex all Czechoslovakia, would we fight? This was the 
most difficult decision of all. With control of the great 
Skoda works and of the powerful Czech industry, Germany 
would be immensely strong. Yet my instinct told me that, if 
the British people had to choose between a preventive war 
now and the possibility of a war against a more powerful 
Germany later on, they would prefer the possibihty to the 
certainty. 

There remained the question of concessions. Could and 
would the Czechoslovak Government go far enough? Con¬ 
cessions were necessary. They should have been made in the 
easy and now irrevocable past. It was true that the Czechs 
treated their minorities better than the Italians or the Poles 
or the Hungarians treated theirs. The Germans of Czecho¬ 
slovakia had their full share of schools. They were well re¬ 
presented in the judiciary. But they had legitimate griev¬ 
ances. They had been official-ridden. There had been 
aggravating pin-pricks by the local Czech police. There was 
also the unpleasant fret that North Bohemia, where die 
Germans were concentrated, was a distressed area. Above all, 
there was the feelii^ of every German in Czechoslovakia 
that he belonged to a Herrenvolk, a master race, and that 
the Czechs and the Slovaks were a catde folk or, at best, a 
race of servants. For fifteen years the feeling had been sup- 

pre^d. The advent to power of Herr Hider had fanned it 
again into a roaring flame . 
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In my replies to my Czech fried’s questions I concen¬ 
trated on the concessions. I pointed out diat, in order to 
ensure even temporary peace, the new Germany had to he 
reckoned widi, her wrongs, real or imaginary, examined 
impartially, and her suspicions of wilfid finstradcm ronoved. 
Compromise was diflBcult, but it must be tried._ 

My firiend agreed, but in evay aig;ument he always came 
back to the same question: “What if Germany wants more 
than the utmost concessions that any independent state can 
make? What will you do then?” 

Once again I necked”, saying diat I was sure that the 
British Government would make every effint to promote 
and assist a fair compromise. I knew that my answer would 
give htde satisfaction. 

I had heard other Czechs, much mote important pnbHc 
figures dian my host, say bluntly: “What ate you going to 
do? If only you will ^ us plainly, we shall know what to do 
ourselves. If you will do nodung, then we must go to Berlin 
and make the best terms we can before it is too late.” 

I realised that compromise with Gennany at other peon’s 
expense might prove a dangerous policy and mig^ meidy 
hasten the day when, without fiimds, we should have to 
face a Germany with whom no compromise was posaUe. 
Yet I knew that there were powerful influences in Britain 
which were working for peace at any price. Already they 
were conducting a s^meful propaganda describing Getho- 
slovakia as a ramshackle state unfit to govern itselfi 

These were the two postulates. A show of firmness would 
pull Germany up sharply. She probably did not want w 
now. On the ofocr hmi dictators dared not rfik a diplo- 

maric defeat, and a rigid attitude might ca^ » 

catadv'sm. To anyone who knew the East it was akeatw 
clear that, whoever might win the war between Japan and 
rbma, the white races had lost it. A European v^ wo^ 
mean the ccUpsc of Europe and the transfer of civilisation 

to the New World. 
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A reluctance to pledge Britain to premature commitments 
had always been the traditional feature of British diplomacy. 
In the past it had proved a sound poHcy. Even since the war 
British patience had more than once acted as a brake on a 
Europe which had been in danger of running away with 
itself. To-day, patience was more necessary than ever even 
if at times it seemed to aid the exponents of blackmail diplo¬ 
macy. It was, however, a comfortless anodyne to a nation 
which was hving on the edge of a volcano. If only we had 
been stronger, less tom by internal dissensions, there would 

have been less need of patience.... 

I went to bed tired and shghtly pessimistic. 

There were sufficient grounds for pessimism, especially in 
the newspapers which were foil of accounts of suicides of 
anti-Nazi Austrians in Vietma. On my first day in Prague 
Major Fey, the former mihtary collaborator of Dollfuss, shot 

after first killing his wife and his ninetcen-years-old 
son, and a prominent Austrian lawyer threw himself out of 
a high window. On the same day I saw in Prague the long 
funeral cortege which accompanied the coffin of Ottokar 
Fischer, the gende Czech poet and director of the Nadonal 
Theatre, to its last resting-place. He had died of excitement 
on reading the news of the arrival of the German troops in 
Austria. 

Very soon, however, the fine weather and the cheerful 
aspect of the Prague streets revived my spirits. A nadon 
which is on the verge of disaster betrays its anxiety by a false 
gaiety. Its mind is animated by die spirit of “cat, drink and 
be merry, for to-morrow we die.” It prepares itself for the 
inevitable by sitting up late, drinking champagne, and 
spending its money recklessly in a feverish desire to squeeze 
die last juices of enjoyment fi-om a fi-uit that is to be stolen 
fiom it. 

I found none of these signs of nervous collapse in Prague. 
I saw no traces of dejecdon on the face of the Czech people. 
Men and women went about their business with a quiet con- 
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fidence which was good to see. Young clerks made a fly ing 
jump at moving tramcars and grinned when they landed 
safely. Plump business men drank their Pilsener with philo¬ 
sophic calm in the crowded cafes. Urchins played football in 
the street comers with a rag ball when the policeman’s eyes 
were turned away. The bookshops were full of books in 
every language. Here were no wares of war such as I had 
seen in Vienna. Side by side with the novek of authors like 
Wells, Galsworthy, Somerset Maugham, Sinclair Lewis, 
Martin du Card and Thomas Mann, were numerous works 
on art, sociology, architecture, and history in striking testi¬ 
mony to the culture of a nation which has been taught by 
Masaiy-k that the cure for educational ills is more and better 
education. 

I went to see my old fishing firiend, Vladimir Rott, who 
has always placed ^ delectable fishing waters at the disposal 
of every English angler who visits Prague. I do not say that 
I found him cheerM. But at any rate he was undismayed. 
We talked, of course, of the situation. That was inevitable. 
But he asked no awkward questions, and soon we were back 
on tiic Otuva, the silver Spey which flows beside the old 
Castle of Raby where Zizka, the Czech Cromwell, lost an 

eye. 

“You will come again in June, yes?” he said. “If all goes 

well, we shall go together to Raby.” 

Only the “if” betrayed the anxiety which every Czech 

must have felt at that hour. 

I called, too, on my publisher. Like everyone else he 
been affected by the uncertainty of the political situation. 
When the Hider stroke fell on Vienna, he had been on the 
point of getting married. Now he had postponed ]m marn- 
aee until the horizon cleared. But he was cheerful mough. 
Trade was good. Up to now the book market had pro^ 
pered. He asked me many questions about my new book. 

Our conversation was brisk and business-like. i -ru 

Or, hU d«k lav a nile of thin paper-covered books. Ibc 
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outside cover was silver-grey with a design of a weeping 
woman dressed in black with five silver swords in her 
breast. The books were copies of Karel Capck s latest play 
Mother, It is the whole drama of post-war civilisation con¬ 
centrated in the life of a mother whose husband and four 
sons have been killed in foreign wars or civil wars. One son, 
the youngest, remains. In the last act the wireless breaks the 
silence of the tragic household. **Calling all the world. Call¬ 
ing all the people. This morning the enemy’s aeroplanes 
attacked the village of Borzo and bombed the village school. 
Machine-guns shot down the school-children. Eighty were 
wounded. Nineteen killed. Thirty-five blown to pieces .. 

The dazed mother gives a little cry: “Children! Someone 
is killin g the children.” 

Then she turns to the wall, takes down a rifle, and puts it 
in the hands of her last remaining son. “Go,” she says. 

Czech soldiers, and officers too, I saw in plenty. The men 
looked stoHd and, in their deep brown khaki, rather sombre. 
The officers made an impression of quiet efficiency, but their 
appearance was sHghdy unsoldierly. Their general manner 
was unobtrusive. They lacked the “Schneidigkeit” and hard 
exterior of the typical German officer. The truth is that the 
Czechoslovak army is well-trained and splendidly equipped, 
but that the Czechs are soldiers more by necessity than by 
natural instinct. A race which looks to Masaryk as its 
national philosopher has no love of fighting for fighting’s 
sake. If aeroplanes soar daily over Prague, they arc there for 
defence and not for aggression. More than most nations, the 
Czechs beheve in the civilisation of butter and not of guns. 
And a wise administration has made the butter go round 
liberally. 

There is one aspect of Prague which always pleases me. It 
is the general well-being of the whole people and the ab¬ 
sence of contrasts between poverty and wealth. On most 
afternoons I took a car and drove out into the country, 
partly to revisit old haunts and partly to note the changes. I 
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was astounded by the prosperity of the peasantry, the vast 

extension of the building programme, the neat village with 

their new houses, and the well-tilled fields. These chan^ 

represented a progress which was not confined to the Prague 
district. 

A year ago I had made a tour of Slovakia. I bad fiia 
visited the country in 1920 and had beai moved to pity by 
the backwardness and wretched poverty of the people. In 
19371 saw a new province with fine roads, new villages with 
new churches and schools, and a regenerated peasantry 
which was receiving good prices for its grain and fiom the 
new tobacco industry. One house in every fijur was new and 
had been built during the last tai years. There was electric 
hght everywhere. I had a long t^ with M. Jancak, the 
Director of Public Works. He impressed me by his efficiency 
and his eagerness to realise an ambitious programme. I met 
the leading Slovak political leaders, the ^ef business men, 
and the most prominent vmters. I found everywhere one 
prevailing opinion. In the first years of tfie new republic 
the Czechs, flushed with the unaccustomed oithusiasm of 
bureaucratic power, had made mistakes. But the mistakes 
had been recdfied. Every Slovak was pleased with die pre¬ 
sent and looked forward eagerly to the future. Every Slovak 
was proud of the ffict that he could claim both Mas^k and 
Milan Hodza, the present Prim e Minister of Czechoslovakia, 
as a compatriot 

Admittedly, there were Slovaks who desired a fuller mear- 
sure of autonomy, just as there are Scots who d em a n d a 
fuller measure of sdfcgovemmcnt fi>r Scotland. There was 
the aged Fadier Hlinka vdio gave sudi indiscreet interviews 
to foreign journalists. But no one who knew Hlinka had any 

doubts of his broader patriotism. 

I had met him in the early post-war years. He impressed 
me as a man obsessed with ^ self-chosen r6le of a martyr. 
I remembered when he had been seeking a ma^’s crown 
with more violence than usuaL It was, I think, in 1920. Ihe 
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Czechs had been forced to put some restraint on him. He had 
been arrested and taken, much to his disgust, to the splen¬ 
didly equipped Czech sanitorium in the Podol district or 
Prague. Here he had been installed wth ever)" comfort. The 
Masaryk family sent him flowers and fruit. One day M. Jan 
Masaryk, the present Czechoslovak Minister in London, 
came to see hinij and the old gentleman exploded. 

“Look here, Jan,” he said, “this is too bad. I thought you 

were my friend, I want a real jaiL” 

That was Hlinka. He had been a rebel all his life, an Irish 
Slav whose hand was against every Government. For forty 
years it had been against the Hungarian Government. If some¬ 
times his passion for oratory led him to compare the errors 
of the Czechoslovak Government with the sins of Mag)"ar- 
ism, did that mean that he wished to return to the past? No. 
Not even for a front page in the foreign press. Hlinka, 
and every Slovak, knew that across the frontier were proud 
Hungarian magnates who dreamed of the return of their lost 
acres and who hoped to fish successfully in the troubled 
waters which Germany was now creating. Was it thinkable 
diat an awakened peasantry would return willingly and 
without a struggle to the feudalism of the Middle Ages? A 
schoolboy could give the answer. Yet in Britain there were 
men—^peers and members of Parliament—who believed that 
such a return was not only possible but even necessary to the 
peace and progress of Europe. There were others who even 
pretended that it was desired by the Slovaks themselves. 
British peers had had a soft place in their hearts for Hun¬ 
garians ever since Montrose had rew^ded a Hungarian poet 
for “writing some verses to my lord,” By all means let Hun¬ 
gary’s wrongs be righted, but not to the extent of demanding 
that a people who had been freed should be put back under 

One afternoon I drove out to the Star Palace, from which 
the ill-frted Frederick of the Palatinate and his Stuart Con¬ 
sort, “The Winter Queen”, had watched the Battle of the 
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White Mountain. In 1920 it was completely in the country. 
To-day, the new Prague comes almost to its fcii^e. In the 
early sunset the little wood in which the Palace stands 
looked very peaceful Doubtless, the sun had gone down on 
as peaceful scenes during the Thirty Years’ War when half- 
Europe was in arms. I could not hdp wondering how soon 
the graceful harmony of these leafless trees and brown 
might be destroyed by the bombs of attacking aeroplanes. 

That evening I had my first reunion with the Bubelas. 
Ctibor Bubela was the first Czech secretary of the British 
Legation in Pr^;ue and in that capacity gave invaluable assis¬ 
tance to our first Minister, Sir Grorge Clerk. He is now one 
of the managers of the huge coal and banking concern of 
Pechek. His wife was my former secretary, and at their 
marriage I made my first speech in CzecL They are a chanib- 
ing couple, and Bubela himself, fdr-hatred and blue-eyed, is 
one of the most broad-minded, cultured, and reliable men 
that I know. 

They introduced me to their two boys, fine, upstanding 
youngsters widi an excellent knowledge of English. They 
had been brought up on English, for Mrs. Bubela has a 
deeper knowle^e of English literature than most English¬ 
women and has made a special study of the works of Mr. 
Somerset Maugham. 

Bubela was calm and restrained as he always is. IBs busi¬ 
ness took him almost weekly to Berlin, and, whatever he may 
have thought of Nazi ambitions, he had nothing but praise 
for the GCTman officials with whom he came into contact 
They were correct and even fiiendly in their business deal¬ 
ings. They carried out their contracts with a punctiliousness 
which was rare in other Central European countries. As for 
the pohtical future, the Czechs would be as conciliatory as 
possible. But of course there were limits beyond which no 

people could go. 

I was glad to listen to so much common sense ft'om 
Bubda. I heard similar views expressed by nearly every 
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responsible Czech in Prague, and this, too, in the midst of a 
propaganda campaign conducted from Berlin with a vio¬ 
lence of language and a wilful perversion of the facts that 
were revolting to decency. Even the Narodni Democrats, 
the followers of the late Dr. Rramaf, the chief Czech Chau¬ 
vinist and a bitter opponent of Masaryk and Dr. Benes, had 
lost much of their sdng, and in Dr. Hochman, Kramaf’s 
political executor, I met a man who was not only intelligent 
but also fair-minded and ready for a compromise which was 
dictated less by fear than by the knowledge that, whatever 
happened, Germans and Czechs would have to live side by 
side. Indeed, in Prague I found more tolerance than I had 
met with in any other European capital east of the Rhin e 
and south of the Baltic. This is no more than the trutL It has 
been true since 1932, It is true to-day and is in one sense a 
jusdfreation of Czechoslovakia’s right to an independent 
existence. 

If Bubda was reassuring, I could sec that Mrs. Bubcla was 
worried, 

“What is going to happen to us, Mr. Lockhart?” she said. 

She made a brave face, but there was a note of anxiety in 
her voice, I knew that when she said “tis” she meant what 


was gou^ to happen to her hoys. My feelings were tugged 
in two directions. Reason ranked me on the side of caution 
and compromise. Yet I could not be blind or indificrent to 
the dangers which threatened a people w’^ho had always 
treated me with kindness and consideration. All my personal 
sjrapathies were with these Czechs and Slovaks, whose 
virtues had never received their just appreciation in Britain 
and whose administrative failings, minor compared with 

those of most European nations, had been wilfully exagge¬ 
rated by interested parties. 



CHAPTER FOUR 


I FIND IT difficult to convey to the En glish reader who hac 
never been abroad an accurate impression of the atmosphere 
created in all the smaller states of Central Europe by the 
events of March ii, 1938. In a night frontiers, which had been 
accepted willy-nilly as stable, became suddenly fluid. Hie 
flood-gates were open to ambitions long nourished in secret. 

In some cases the ambitions were eviL Poland, unable to 


resist the dangerous temptations of opportunism, did not 
hesitate to bully and embarrass a sister Slav people by put¬ 
ting forward extravagant demands on behalf of her small 
minoriry in Czechoslovakia. Hungary, with a flir larg^ 


minority to reclaim, had more legitimate grievances. But 
even in the countries where ambitions were strongest, hopes 
were tempered by ffiars. Hungarian magnates might wish to 
regain their lost estates in Slovakia, but they could hardly 
regard with equanimity the new situation in their own coun¬ 
try. They were monarchists. Now dicir hopes of a Habsbui^ 
restoration had been shattered. Henceforth they would have 


to look to Berlin for the satis&ction of thdr claims. It was 


not a pleasant prospect. A proud aristocracy had little in 
common with Nazi upstarts, and in Hungary itsdf there were 
young Hungarian peasants who hated the m ai n tenance of 
feudal rights, and who were ready to embrace die Nazi &ith 
with much of the fervour and romanticism of its ongmal 


exponents. 

There was another factor which was fcr more disturb¬ 
ing. Was it not an old German boast that a German could 
drive a horse and cart from the Bavarian frontier to the 
Black Sea and sleep every n^ht of the long journey m a 
German village? The boast might be exa^erat^ but it had 
been resurrected, and in all the Central European and Balkan 
states diere were German minorities, varying in size and 
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compactness, but unpleasantly alike in their demands for a 
place under a German sun. They were the outriders of the 
Nazi drive to the south-east. As the orbit of Germany’s in¬ 
fluence extended, their demands and claims were certain to 
become more vocal and more insistent. 

Although, as Dr. Gocbbcls had said wth menacing blunt¬ 
ness, the Nazis had a Hcnlcin in every country, the diplo¬ 
matic energy of the Reich was concentrated on Prague. Per¬ 
haps the best idea of the prevailing tension can be conveyed 
by the presence of the large number of foreigners who had 
suddenly descended on the Czechoslovak capital. The city, 
once neglected by all except the business man and the tourist, 
was now full of English men and women. Many of them 
wcrejoumalists- 

Kennedy of The Titnes was staying at the British Legation; 
a shrewd, intelligent man, with a cultural background and a 
first-hand experience of British diplomacy. The experience 
had not been acquired in journalism. His father had been a 
professional diplomatist, ending his career as British Mini¬ 
ster to Rumania, and the son had spent his youth in half-a- 
dozen European capitals. 

The widely-trav^ed Ward Price, fi-esh fi-om Hitler and 

e might of Germany, came to luncheon with 
the British Minister. He was full of news of the German 

ai^. The Fuehrer would demand autonomy for the German 

minority in Czechoslovakia and die withdrawal of the 

Czechc^ovak troops firom the German frontier. Slovakia or 

part of it would go back to Hungary. Bohemia and Moravia 

would remain independent, but within the orbit of German 

political i^uence. The Czechs would have to acquiesce. 

Small nations must think small. Schuschnigg had nearly 

^us^ a Emopean war by trying to outwit Hidcr. The 

Czechs might make history as the race that saved Europe 

trom a catasttophic war. In any case submission was their 

<^y ho^. If th^ fought, they would find themselves in 
the position of Abyssinia, 
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There were other &motis spedal correspondmts in the 
dty. They belonged to every nationality. They filled the 
hotels. Their cars stood in the great courtyard of the Hrad- 
cany while their owners sohcited interviews with Dr. Boies 
or Dr. Hod^ More than one secret agent was pointed out to 
me, and, probably, there were many others. 1 thought of Seton 
Merriman*s diplomatic novds. The vultures were gathering. 

If it was easy for me to see all the Czechs whom I wanted 
to see, I did not neglect the German-Bohemians, among 
whom I had many fiicnds. During my official career in 
Prague immediately after the war I had served under a wise 
chief in Sir George Clerk, who had made it his business to 
maintain excellent relations with both Czechs and Germans 
in the Republic in the hopes of promoting a modus vivendi 
between ffie two races. Even in those days the animosities 
had been bitter enough. The Czechs were then aggressively 
anti-German. The German-Bohemians, as they cdled themr- 
sclves, spoke contemptuously of the Czechs. The wave of 
war-hate had not abat^ 

Then gradually the wiser elements among both races took 
the upper hand. The Czechs, if not con^atory enough, 
saw the wisdom of conciliation. The Germans were offered 
and accepted three seats in the Cabinet. The three German 
Parties whom the new Ministers represented bcjcame known 
as the Activists. And but for Czedi dilatoriness and Ac 
economic slump of 1929, which hit German Bohemia harder 
than any oAer area of the Republic, Activism might have 
succeedeA It had never commanded Ae support of Ae 
whole German minority. It was a movement supports 
mainly by Ae German proletariat, Ae industrialists, and Ae 
smaD landowners. Its foundations already undet^^ by 
Ae economic distress in Ae German areas. Activism began 
to lose ground wiA Ae advent to power of Herr HidCT. 
WiA Ae annexation of Austria, Ae movemmt recaved its 
deaA-blow. The Nazi or Hcnlein Party in Czedioslovakia 

became all-powcrfbL 
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Its origin and growth provide the drama of one of the 
most curious episodes in post-war history. To find the roots 
of the new Party one must go back to small groups of dis- 
grunded Germans who had served in the war, and who 
found it hard to setde down under new masters whom diey 
had been brought up to regard as traitors. Concurrcndy with 
the beginnings of National-Sociahsm in Germany itself these 
groups began to organise themselves. They formed an associ¬ 
ation called the Kameradschaftsbund. They gained control 

of the German-Bohemian Boy Scouts known as the Wander- 
voegel. 

TVhen Herr Hider won his first election triumph in 1932, 
Ae Kameradschaftsbund began to look for a leader. Its choice 
^ on Konrad Henlein, a German-Bohemian bom in 1898 
m Rei^enau near Gablonz, which possesses a once-flourish- 
i^ mdustry, m^y controlled by Jews, in glass beads and 
cheap imtation jewellery. In many respects it was a curious 
^oice. Konrad HenJem was then a nonentity. He had served 
m the war with no particular distinction, and the end of it 
fomd him as a prisoner-of-war on the island of Asmara. 
After his return he became an employee in the branch of a 
Ge^ bank m the place of his birth. From his early youth 

I member of the local German “Tumverband” 
or gyi^nc soaety, and in 1925. despairing of promotion 
bank, he accepted a post as gymnastic instructor in 

In its search for a suitable leader the Kameradschaftsbund 
naturdly K. the Tumveihand”. which in German 

*p. to ^ecting Konrad Henlein the “Katheradschafis- 

ty several atnnsing considera- 

toat one meant “HeU H^ein”. Undon^y. 

Kameradschafebund hoped and beheved that 


been 


bitious 
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Konrad Henldn would prove a pliable and subservient leader. 
He was no orator. He had never shown any intoest in partjr 
politics. His chief asset was a pleasing manner which in¬ 
spired the confidence not only of his supporters, but also of 
foreigners and even of his opponents. Morally he had a 
dean slate. He was sober in his habits and modcA in his es- 
pmditnre. He personified the best type of the dean, tidy and 
industrious lower German-Bohemian hourgeoasie. 

But for one disturbing inddent Konrad Henlein mi^ 
have remained in comparative subservience. Early in 1938 
the Czechoslovak authorities arrested a group of German- 
Bohemian Nazis on a charge of homosex^ practices. Chkf 
among the prisoners was Heinrich Rutha, one of the leaden 
of the Kamaradschafisbund. While he was awaiting tdal, 
Rutha committed suidde, placing a dummy in his bed, 
which was visible from the tiny observation window of his 
cell, and banging himself with his sodc suspenden in a 
comer which was out of s^t. After his suicide those 
were implicated with him in the homosexual charge were 
tried, and several Nazis vrae convicted and smtenced. like 
Nazi Germany the Kameradschafbbund had prodiHxd its 
y~andal, and the revelations baiefited Konrad Henlein. Ms 
stock rose. The influence of the Kameradschafisbond ^ 


dined. 

Long before Herr Hitler’s dramatic coup in Vienna it ws 
easy to follow the snowball growth of the Henlei n Party and 
the corresponding decline in the fi>rtimes of the Active At 

the end of January, 1937, 1 had a long conversation Dn 

Zaji fVk, the ablest German Minister in the Cz^ioslo^ 

He was voy frir to die CzecH ot 
C z ^^^b colleagues, in his comments. He did not doubt M 
good intentions. He undostood Aeir difficulties eq>ed% 

in regard to their promise to gbe to the Gen^Bohemi^ 

their fill! proportional represmtation in the CrviMcrvicfc W 
implement this promise qoic^ wodd ^ the d^J^ 

mmt of thousands of Czech offidak Yet speed was essaitiaL 
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“If the Czechs,” he said, “do not help us soon with more su^ 
S tan rial concessions, we Activists will be wiped out. Henlein 
ma y not be a great rnan. But he has Gcnnan-Bohemian 



The Minister spoke calmly, but prophetically. I did not see 
him during my 1938 visit, but I met many other Activists. 
They were in full retreat, not because they themselves had 
been infected by the Nazi virus, not because they longed for 
incorporation in the German Reich, but because they real¬ 
ised the hopelessness of their own situation and the dangers 
of a now futile co-operation with the Czechs. 

There was one prominent German Activist with whom I 
had long been on terms of friendship. It is significant of the 
change that has taken place, of the menace that hangs over 
every German-Bohemian who is not a Nazi, that to-day I 
must not give his name. In 1937 he had criticised the Czechs 
for their slowness in not solving a problem which might have 
been settled long ago. But he had been optimistic. Now be 
had abandoned hope. 

“It is,” he said, “quite useless for the Czechs to do any¬ 
thing for us now. We Activists are dead. Whatever conces¬ 
sions the Czechs may now make, Henlein will say: ‘They 
do not go far enough*, or ‘They have been made for me and 
through fear of me’.** 

My fiiend spoke no more than the truth. Even the Czechs 
realised that the Activist game had been played and lost, and 
that they now had to deal with Henlein. 

I did not see the German-Bohemian leader himself. He 
was absent on one of his mystery visits. But I met other 
members of his Party. I found their views vague and in- 
definite. It was impossible to pin them down to a firm expres¬ 
sion of their wishes. When I asked them if they desired in¬ 
corporation with the Reich or if they would be content with a 
large measure of autonomy inside the Czechoslovak Repub- 
hc, th^ avoided a direct answer. On the whole I gathered 
that, given certain &r-<eaching concessions, they would be 
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satisfied with autonomy within the Republic. But in didlr 
general attitude three things were evident. They r^arded 
Herr Hitler as their tribal ^d. They looked across the firai- 
tier to Germany fi-om their own distressed area, and they 
saw the evidences, if not of prosperity, at least of employ¬ 
ment. Although they were polite enou^ to me, there was a 
new truculence in their abuse of the Czechs. It was not 
merely the nature of their complaints—and diey quoted 
many specific instances of Czech misrule. It was the mann^ 
in which they were made. In their minds the theory of die 
Herrenvolk or master-race was dominant. 

I must insist on this radal aspect of the German-Bohemian 
attitude, because it forms the chief obstacle to any per¬ 
manent settlement of the minority problem in Czemo- 
slovakia. It is an attitude which we British must be chary of 
criticising too harshly, for in some respects our own attitade 
towards foreigners is not dissimilar. We ourselves are a Great 
Power, and we are not fi:ee fi:om a Great Power psychology. 

To some extent the Americans share these prgu^ces. I re¬ 
member how, after the war, the Allied fleets in the Bosphorus 
had great difficulty in provisioning their ships. The British 
did most of the work and had a special provision ship, rather 
black and dirty and called ‘*The Dago”. One day the Ameri¬ 
can a dmir al requested the British admiral to hdp him with 
supphes. The British flagship signaUed back: "Tlease apply to 
‘the Dago’ The American prompdy ordoed a cutt^ and 
went offito call on the Italian admiraL 

I have also been told by a diplomatist diat Signor Musso¬ 
lini’s of Mr. Eden has its roots in certain contemptuous 

remarks alleged to have been made in semi-privacy by die 
former Britiffi Foreign Secretary and reported back to the 
Italian Embassy and thence, of course, to Rome. Even our 
internationalists are not fiee firom diis taint of racial arro¬ 
gance. At PJE.N. Club conferences the English del^^ 
ooze a condescending superiority which foreignas find in¬ 
tensely irritating. And, curiously enough, it is our most con- 
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scienrious internationalists who arc unconsciously tlie most 


aggressively nationalist. 

With us British, racial superiority is a habit. With the 
Germans it is a cult and, therefore, more dangerous. But it 
is a factor which must be taken into consideration with re¬ 


gard to every aspect of the Central European problem. 

I received little comfort and small hopes of an amicable 
settlement from my conversations v^ath the German- 
Bohemian Nazis. To correct my pessimistic tendencies I 
determined to seek the counsel of that seasoned optimist. 


Dr. Benes. A telephone message, late one afternoon, to the 
Hradcany brought me the answer that the President would 
receive me at noon the next day. Well before the appointed 
time I drove up the steep hill past the Schwarzenberg Palace, 
past the great courtyard w'here, after the first St. Andrew s 
Day dinner ever held in Prague, a piper of the Camerons had 
played before President Masaryk, past the old Cathedral of 
Sc Vitus and the Alchemists* Alley, to the doorway of the 


President's apartments. 

The history of the Hradcany, I reflected, had alw^ays been 
tumultuous. From its window's Czech Protestants had hurled 


Catholics of the Holy Roman Empire. On its flagstones 
Catholic executioners had beheaded Protestants, Only in 
President Masaryk’s time had there been peace. He, alone 
among post-war Central European statesmen, had striven to 
follow the precept of Sc Paul; “Masters, give unto your 
servants that which is just and equal”, and to make of the 
new Czechoslovakia a state wherein was “neither Greek nor 


Jew, Barbarian, Scythian, bond nor free”. He had been 
finstrated by the violence of the Opposition and by the 
obstinacy of his own countrymen. At all other times the 

dash of contending nationalists had echoed from the walls 
of Prague’s Kre mlin 

The sky was heavy and overcast and the atmosphere 
deathly stilL Upstairs, a doorkeeper who had been with Dr. 
Benes since my Legation days greeted me in Czech, and 
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showed me into the huge parqueted anteroom. On a large 
round table were newspapers in half-a-dozm langnagp* and 
boxes of cigarettes. I stroUed over to the tall windo w, Be¬ 
low me was the British Legation garden where I had so often 
practised casting a trout-fly with Sir George CWW Stretch¬ 
ing far away into the distance was the dty with its 6ctory 
chimneys bdching smoke into the stagnant douds. 

While I waited, I noticed a large book bound in vdlum 
and lying open on a small side-table. It was a numbered 
edition of Hugh Lane and His Pictures. On the dde page was 
an inscription signed by Mr. Cosgrave. In all probability the 
book was the tribute of the representative of one newiy- 
hberated state to the President of another. But to my mx^ 
it instantaneously recalled the argument used by every Ger¬ 
man in Berlin, in Prague, and in London. Britain has taken 
zealous care to prevent Ulster firom being incorporated ina 
united Ireland. How can she logically oppose the Ge rman 
demand for autonomy for the Genn^Bohemians in 
Czechoslovakia? Whenever the British vented their moral 
indignation over some injustice in Europe, the foxdgtiec 
always raked up Ireland. 

Presendy an ofBdal announced that the President was 
ready to receive me. As I entered the room, he came to the 
door to meet me. He greeted me with the same ftiendly 
smile. Was it my imaginarion that suggested that die smile 
was more wan rban usual? I had spent three hours with him 
in 1937. Since dien he had aged considerably. The iron-^^ey 
hair was shghdy streaked, lie granite diat has been laied 
by the storms of aeons. He looked tired and for the first 
dine admitted that he was tired- But the spare, wiry figure 
was as firm and as youthful as ever. Although several years 
older, he was a for fitter man physically than I was. I though 
of our former tennis matches, and reflected rather dismally 
Aat to-day he could run me oflf the court in ten minutes, ft 
is in middip age that the virtues of abstinenoe and non¬ 
smoking reap their reward. 
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His working day was as long as ever. Although he was 
now President, he was still the virtual Foreign Minister of his 
country. He had his grip on everything. His nerves, always 
like cast-iron, were still unimpaired, and his patience and 
his persistence were as inexhaustible as they had always 
been. 

In the old days I had nearly always come to him to beg 
some favour or concession, and rarely had I gone away dis¬ 
appointed. To-day, I came as an outside observer to seek 
i^ormation and to talk politics, and we plunged without 
preliminaries into the heart of things. As he was not giving 
an interview, it would be improper for me to repeat all 
that he said. In his general attitude he was cautiously opti¬ 
mistic and prepared to make the best of things. We talked of 
Russia and of the unpopularity of the Franco-Czcch-Soviet 
Pact in Yugoslavia and Rumania, of die physical weakjiess 
of the Le^ue, and of the unlikelihood of any of the small 
nations committing itself to military action in the name of 
collective security. He realised all the weaknesses of the situ¬ 
ation and took them into consideration. If to beheve in the 
League of Nations, in democracy, and in the blessings of 
peace is to be an ideologist, then Dr. Bencs is an exponent of 
ideology. But in diplomacy he is a realist. 

About the German-Bohemian problem he was com¬ 
pletely frank. The Czechoslovaks would be concihatory. The 
Government was doing everything to avoid provocation. 
Measures had been taken to curb the anti-German activities 
of newspapers run by German emigris in Czechoslovakia. 
The Czechoslovak Cabinet would go as far as it could in the 
way of concessions within the framework of die country’s 
independent status. But there were limits. The problem was 
no longer an internal one. Its solution depended on the atti¬ 
tude and unknown ambitions of Herr Hider and the German 
Reich. 

He admitted that the Nazi triumph in Austria liad streng¬ 
thened the Henlein Party. Success always strengthened 



286 GUNS OR BUTTER 

kindred movements. And in this case die reaction would be 
influenced by fear. Already many German-Bohemians who 
had belonged to the Activist Parties were switching over to 
Henlein in order to ensure for dhemselves immunity from 
persecution in the probable event of a Henlein victory. At 
the same time many members of the Henlein Party mighr 
well be a little alarmed by what was happ ening to the Aus¬ 
trian Nazis, who from the first moment were being super¬ 
seded by Reich Germans in all the important posts. Within 
the Czechoslovak Repubhc the Henleinists could play a role 
and have a large measure of personal importance. If they 
were incorporated in the Reich, they would be nobodies. 
He was doubtfiil if the majority of die Henlein Party really 
wanted incorporation. On the other hand, he knew tbaf, 
even if they themselves leaned towards moderation, they 
would accept and carry out the orders of Berlin. 

He did not think that Germany wanted war. But if he was 
wrong in his supposition, dien diere were two alternatives. 
He did not expect any other nation to fight for Czecho¬ 
slovakia. Nations went to war to defend their own interests. 
But Czechoslovakia represented a certain cultural standard. 
In Central Europe she was the ouq>ost of Western demo¬ 
cracy. If assured of Western support, she could defrnd ha 
rights while respecting and honouring the rights of others, 
and Germany would then refrain from extreme measures. 
If Czechoslovakia were left to fend for herself, she could do 
nothing. Into Germany’s hands would thus foil the huge 
Czech^ovak war industry, nearly as big as France’s. Ger¬ 
many would then be mistress of Central Europe from the 
Baltic to die Aegean and would have free access to the raw 
maffTials, min erals and foodstuffs, whose lack was certainly 
one of the factors which deterred Germany from going to 
war to-day. 

He marlp his exposition with his olA-dme precision, tick¬ 
ing off his points on the rips of his fingos. But beneath ^ 
outward ralm I could cat^ a note of anxiety in his voice 
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when he began to talk of Britain. Occasionally this remark¬ 
able httle man, who did not leam English until he became 
Foreign Minister of his country, was at a loss for a word. 
German diplomacy, he said, had been very successful. It had 
practised a succession of knocks, and every time the door 
had been opened. It was a dangerous system, and success 
was intoxicating. One day there might be a knock to which 
the door would have to remain closed. That would be a 
critical moment in the fate of Europe. Britain and France 
should be firm. 

Then he reiterated what, during the past twelve months, 
Dutchmen, Norwegians, Swedes, Danes, Frenchmen, Hun¬ 
garians, Yugoslavs, Rumanians, Bulgarians and even some 
Italians had said to me: “Britain must be strong.” 

He asked me my impressions of Czechoslovakia. I told 
him how much I admired the calm and restraint of the 
Czech people, I repeated to him what I had said to Prince 
Paul, King Boris, and King Carol: that, if left alone, the 
small states could solve all their problems, that they had 
made remarkable progress, and that the most remarkable 
progress I had noted was in Slovakia. I told him that every 
Czech man and woman that I had met was firmly behind 
their President, 

He smiled rather grimly, but he seemed pleased. He has 
not always had plain sailing in his own countr)% for, at dif¬ 
ferent times, various Czech pohticians have been jealous of 
him. But during my most recent stay in Prague Ac people 
had begun to show him a new sympaAy and to cheer him 
in Ae streets. And, alAough he never betrays his emotions, 
I think that Aese demonstrations touched his heart. 

He asked me if I was going to sec Dr. Hodza, Ac Prime 
Minister. I said that I had had a long talk wiA him during 
my previous visit, and Aat I Ad not think it kind to boAer 
him wiA requests for an interview. 

“He would see you,” said Ac President, “but he will be 
glad to save his time. He has his hanA fidl.” 
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It was tme. An Anglophil and a Slovak, MOaa HnAfa ^« 
slow and caudons mover, but he possesses the <^con»> 
promise. In pre-war days he was a Slovak d^oty in the 
Hungarian Parliament. If diere is one question 'wiiidh he 
ought to and does, in fict, understand, it is die rigim of 
minorides. At one time Hodia and BeneS weie opposed to 
one another both polidcally and persoually. Now dwy wcic 
working together smoothly and amicably fiar the good 
their country. They were, I dionght, a good team for the 
soludon of the acutest problem in the history of post-srar 
Europe. 

My good-bye with the President was of the friendliest. 
He accompan^ me to the door and shook hands firmly. 
“When yon return, come to me. Yon ate always wdcome 
here.” 

As I lefr the room, I wondered if I should ever come back 
to the same Czechoslovalda. I had always admired Dr. 
Benes, and never mote than at that moment. The Czechs, 
having been from the first within the orbit of French and, in 
a lesser d^;ree, of British diplomatic influence, had made 
the same mistakes during the early post-war years as the 
French and the British. Concessions ^ould be made to the 
weak, who may be grateful, and not to the pointed pistol 
the strong. For the friilure to make these timely concesshnis 
Dr. Benes most share, together with countless other Euro¬ 
pean pohdcians, his part of the responsibility. But he has 
always stood and sdll stands for nearly everything which we 
British hold dear in culture and in civilisation, and I felt and 
fed to-day that, if ever his country is overrun by a frirei^ 
enemy, he will make his last stand beside die young men in 

the trenches. 

On leaving the President’s apartments I went over to St 
Vitus’s Cadiedral before goii^ back to the Lcpdon. Ifae is 
die chapel of St. Waicesl^ die "good king” of our Chrht- 
fna< caroL He was a good Ozech. But poor St. Vit^ whose 
relics repose benrath the cathedral, was no Bohemian, bota 
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Sicilian who perished as a martyr to the cruelty of the Em¬ 
peror Diocletian. 

For centuries he has been a popular saint with both Czechs 
and Germans. During the sixteenth and seventeenth cen- 
tunes it was a popular behef in Germany that good health 
could be assured for a year by dancing before has image. In 
this manner St Vitus’s dance became confused with the 
nervous disorders which it was supposed to cure. Now, 
because Germans had once danced on the stones of the 
Hradcany, the Nazis were claiming St Vitus, his cathedral, 
and the Hradcany itself as the flesh and blood ofDeutschtum! 

The Czechs invoke the saint against sudden death and 
hydrophobia. There were Czechs praying as I left the 
cathedral 



CHAPTER FIVE 


I DO NOT wi^ to create the impression dhat Prague was sub- 
m^ged m gloom. That the Czechs felt some apprehensioii 
I knw, bea^ some of them unburdened their hearts to 
me. But a visitor from Mars would hardly have noticed it 
A few nmnths ago I went to Waterloo Station to meet an 
Amencan Mend, a shrewd, widely-travelled observer, who 
had just arrived in London after a three months’ tour of the 

Continent 

he said to me. I was r.* 
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ne, 1 was glad to set foot on Bnglkl^ 
sou this morning. I felt a man amongst mm again.” 

“Wty?” I asked innocendy. 

- , British arc die only folks in Europe 

that are not scared.** 

I would make another exception. During that dart- spring 
of 1938 the Czechs may have felt die earth trembling under 
dieir feet. But they were not ‘‘scared**. The theatres wctc 
crowded. It was almost impossible to buy a ticket for the ex¬ 
cellent concerts which arc the most attractive feature of the 
Prague season. The representatives of the Sokols, die femous 
gymnastic society which was the forerunner of all “Health 
and Beauty’* movements and whose exercises, performed in 
unison, have given a splendid physique to die whole Czedio- 
slovak nation, were busy with their plans for the great 
summer festival. Football was in foil swing. Hie Czech 
te nnis team, now superior to Britain’s, was already in train¬ 
ing for the Davis Cup matches. 

I went to dinner parties. I received many visits at our 
Legation. The footman would bring me a card with an un¬ 
known Czech name on it. I would ask him to show in the 
unknown visitor. I would look up to find before me an old 
Jew fiiend of fifteen years’ standing. Until 1933 he had been 
rather critical of the Czechs. Now he had Czechified his 
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name and was proud to call himself a CzccL The Fuehrer 
had fulfilled Bismarck’s dream by uniting the whole German 
race. But in the ruthless process of unification he had united 
many incongruous elements against him 
There were other elements who were being drawn into 
the Czech orbit by their fear of Germany. Foremost among 

these were several prominent famihes of the old Bohemian 
aristocracy. 

Proud by nature, Austrian in sympathy, and Legitimist by 
allegiance, the Bohemian aristocrats have played an insigni¬ 
ficant part in the history of the new Czechoslovak RepubHc, 
although on account of their relations wnth leading familip^ 
abroad their influence is not entirely neghgible. In the im¬ 
mediate post-war years, their attitude was one of contemp¬ 
tuous aloofiiess. They disliked the plebeian masters of the 
new state. They resented bitterly the Agrarian Reform Act, 

They longed for the day when a Habsburg would again 
reign in Prague. 

Now the Hitler coup d’etat had destroyed this dream, and 
the aristo^ts had to adjust themselves to a new and un¬ 
pleasant situation. Some, hoping to reap an advantage what¬ 
ever might happen, were cautiously neutral One or two 

majority was now for the 
mt^ty of the Czechoslovak state. “Czechoslovakia must be 

slogan. As one of the richest princes 
^d. What have I to hope firom Nazi-ism? Most of my 

Le^tunist rebrions in Austria are now in German concen- 
tration camps. 

I ^ed out in restaurants, and blond Czech violinists 
would btmg me a march dedicated to Britain and beg me to 
md them m securing an engagement for London. Waiters, 

autograph, for 

m Czechoslovakia, wen more than in Yugoslavia and Ru¬ 
in^ CTeryone reads and everyone goes to a university. 

r ^ great mcreaK of En^ culture. When first 

I came to Prague at the end of 1919, few people knew any 
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English. Now English was spoken fluently by all the young 
Czechs. The leading Prague bookseller told me that in 1920 
English books represmted only five per cent, of the total 
sale of foreign books. Now more dban fifty per cmt- of the 
foreign books were English, 

Here was a remarkable change in a country which until 
1929 had been predominandy pro-Fiendi and pro-American 
in sympadiy. French influence was still strong because of the 
Franco-Czech alliance, but France’s prestige was not so high 
as it once had bem. American influence had diminishe d, and 
there were tu^o reasons for the decline. 

Until 1929 Czechoslovakia, like the other Central Euro¬ 
pean countries, had looked on the United States as the finan¬ 
cial giant of the world, a Colossus who could provide un¬ 
limited loans and whose economic methods were to be 
followed with slavish imitadon. The American slump of 
1929 put an end to the loans and destroyed some of Europe’s 
ftith in the infallib ility of the American economic system. 
At the same time, Americans, realising the appaHii^ state of 
Europe and foreseeing the dangers of war, had further deve¬ 
loped dicir natural instinct for neutrality. They lectured 
Europe on her follies, but they held aloof The nadon, whose 
President had sponsored the birth of the League of Nadons, 
turned its back on Europe, Under the stress of the pressure 
on her fronders, the Czechs looked nearer home for sym¬ 
pathy and support, American influence receded into the 

back^und. 

The Czech atdtude towards Great Britain showed the 
same divisions as the British atdtude towards Czecho¬ 
slovakia. In Great Britain the pro-Leaguc idealists were vi<^ 
lendy and damorously on the side of the Czechs, and thdr 
vehemait defence of Czech interests was hailed with joy by 
a large secdon of the Czech populadon. By way of natural 
contrast the British pro-Germans and advocates of peace^- 
any-price were equally vehement in their denunmdon of 
Czech methods, and their partisanship was resented- On the 
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whole Mr. Eden was a more popular figure than Mr. 
Chamberlain. But the more responsible Czech officials, who, 
because they hved nearer to them, understood the grim 
reahdes of the situation better than their British supporters, 
looked to Britain to maintain peace and welcomed Mr. 
Chamberlain’s efforts in this direction. 

Like all Slavs the Czechs are a good-natured and easy- 
going people, and their natural cheerfulness re-asserts itself 
even in the most trying circumstances. During the spring of 
1938 it manifested itself in numerous stories most of which 
had their basis in the new world-importance which Czecho¬ 
slovakia had derived from the crisis. The most popular was 
one which I seem to remember in a shghtly different form 
from the early days of Bolshevik diplomatic life. It had now 
bera adapted, quite allegorically of course, to the Czech 
mnmters in a Northern capital and in a Latin capital, and 
dunng my Prague visit was told everywhere. The two men 
meet in Prague after a separation of two yean. 

Good gracious, Borek,” says the Czech Minister in the 
Northern capital, “you have shrunk to nothing. You must 
have lost two stone. What's the matter with you?” 

WeU, my dear Jifi, it’s this way,” says Borek. “Czecho¬ 
slovakia IS now so much in the picture in my capital that I 
have to lunch md dine out every day and, what witli talking 
.. ladi« next to me. I have no chance to eat.” 

Ah. says Jm. “That is easily remedied. I have exactly 
Ae same difficdaes m my capital. I go everywhere, to the 
Palace to Prune Mimster’s house. But I’ve invented a 
taula which lets me take my meals in peace. I turn first to 

stvs'^Z^rr T ^ married.?’ She 

^ Have you any diildren?’ And she 


After 


Then I turn 


yKJu lunmcar ^ne says 
children?’ She replies ‘Fou 
they? And she doesn’t talk 


I 


any 
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married?’ She says ‘Yes.’ ‘Have yon any childroi?’ She says 
‘No,’ and then I ask: ‘How do you do it?’ And she doesn’t 
talk to me any more, and I enjoy my meaL” 

Bordt’s face beams. “Splendid,” he says, “fll try yoor 
formula in my capitaL” 

The two men meet sis months later. Bordt’s dothes hang 
more limply on him than ever. “Heavens, man,” says JBEL 
“You’ve lost anodier stone. What’s wrong with you?” 

“Well, you see,” says Borek, “it’s these infemd luncheon 
and dinn er parties_” 

“I know,” says Jifi, “but didn’t you try my plan?” 

“Yes,” says Borek, “but it doesn’t work in my capitaL” 
“How do you mean it doesn’t work?” 

“WeU, you see, I did everything you told me to do. I 
turned first to the lady on my ri^t and asked ‘Are yon 
married?’ She said ‘No.’ I followed the formula: ‘Have yon 
any children?’ ‘Do I look a complete fool?’ she said. And 
Aen she went on talking. Then I addressed Ae woman on 
my left. ‘Are you marri^?’ ‘Yes.’ ‘Have you any children?’ 
‘Four.’ And Aen, just as you told me, I asked ‘Whose are 
Aey?’ ‘WeD,’ Ae said, ‘if you want to know the truth, Tm 
not quite sure mysdfi’ And Ae went on ta lk i ng . Rnally, I 
turned to Ae woman opposite me and went through Ae 
formula again. ‘Arc you married?’ ‘Yes.’ ‘Have you any 
children?’ ‘No.’ ‘How do you do it?’ All Ae Ad was to 
smile and say: ‘WeU, Your Excellency, if you’d really ^e to 
know, you’d better come round at five this afternoon. And 

Ae went on taDdt^.” 

There were oAer gaieties in Pragi^ tf Ac Legation worked 

long hours. Acre was some relaxation in Ae evenings. I en- 
joyed Ae comfort of Ae fixation, transformed aim greal^ 

improved since my time and exoti^y wA 

Basil Newton’s Chinese treasures brought back from^ loM 
sojourn in Peking. I found, too, on Ac Lennon st^m old 
fiiend in Harold Gibson who had been wiA me m Russia 
and who had accompanied me on Ac dreary tram journey 
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from Moscow to the Finnish frontier after I was expelled by 
the Bolsheviks in the late autumn of 1918. 

In 1937 Gibson had given a gay party for me with Russian 
^'psics to sing to us and Nikoldcaia, the Russian prima balle¬ 
rina, as the chief guest of the evening. Most of the members 
of the Legation had been present. We had laughed, danced, 
sung and made merry. At that time Prague had seemed one 
of the most peaceful centres in Europe. 

Now, only a short year later, the pendulum had swung 
from peace to the threat of war, and the new situation was 
reflected in the more sober attitude of the local British. On 
this occasion Gibson gave a small dinner-party at which, by 
a natural instinct, we avoided the one subject which occu¬ 
pied all our thoughts by day. We talked instead of old rimes. 
Although in 1918 the Ogpu or Cheka as it then was called 
had played havoc wth most of my personal belongings, 
Gibson who lacks neither courage nor phlegm had managed 
to bring out of Russia with him a camera and to use it during 
our train journey. He now produced for my amusement and 
edifi^don photographs of our prison-days and of our un- 
dign^ed exit from Russia: pictures of the British Mission 
^ying football while under house arrest and a grim snap¬ 
shot of me and my colleagues engaged in a strenuous battle 
of pitch and toss with silver roubles against the French 
General Lavergne and his Mission on the platform of Bielo- 

stroflT, Ae frontier station, while our Lettish guards looked 
on with dignified amazement, 

I enjo)xd these evenings. But my natural liveliness was 
restram^ and my last party in Prague rekindled in my 
breast ^e feelings of apprehension and pity which I had felt 
trom Ae mommg of my arrival I went with my Czech 
publiAer to s^ Karel Capek for whom I have a great ad- 
miration. Karel short, sUghdy built and clean-shaven, is now 
in die fomes , but he looks much younger, and when he 
smiles his ^ ui almost boyish. He is one of the great men of 
uropc and, like most modem writers, he is a democrat and 
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a progressive. He has a beautiful and attractive wife who 
under the name of Schetnpflugova is a wdtknown Czedi 
poetess and Prague’s leading actress. His villa, decorated with 
the paintings of his brother Josef, has more atmosphere rhan 
any author s house that I have ever visited, and he is a liberal 
host to a whole band of writers, painters and intellectuals. 
The villa was one of the very few houses to which the late 
President Masaryk used to go regularly, and to-day Dr. 
Benes follows the precedent set by his illustrious predecessor. 
When I say that Karel is the devoted admirer and disciple of 
Masaryk, you have his pohdcal make-up and his oudook on 

life. 

My visit was to be a surprise. But the surprise was mostly 
mine. When I came unannounced into the pillared main- 
room, it was fuU. Twenty-five of Karel’s fiiends, politicians, 
journalists and writers, were seated on the long divan seat 
which ran round all the walls. Some I knew; others I had 
never seen. 

Twelve months ago we had had a very gay party here 
after the performance of Enel’s antir-dictator play The While 
Sickness which was givoi in London in the spring of 1938 
under the rather stupid title of Power and Glory, The party 
had been a complete success. Scheinpflogova had seen a 
facial resemblance, scarcely flattering to Capek, between her 
husband and myself The tables had been laden with ev^y 
kind of C^e ch dainty. There had been delicious Pilsener beer 
and French cognac. At the end of the evening Karel had in^ 
sisted on producing a botde of Scotch whisky, a rare and to 
me unknown mark which had been given to him during 
one of his visits to Pngland. We had drunk each other s 
health, and he had sworn that the next scene of his travels 
and of his next travel book would be Scotland. Everyone 
had been happy. Everyone had talked at once. 

Now I saw befi)re me a sea of solemn, earnest faces. Ob¬ 
viously Karel and his fiiends had been discussing the situar 
tion and had been asking one another what these infern a l. 



BRUCE LOCKHART 297 

enigmatic British were going to do. My entry produced a 
sudden siloice. 

I felt a momentary embarrassment which was not entirely 
relieved by Karel’s fcendly greeting. But I took a seat, and, 
having so recently come from Vienna, was soon being bom¬ 
barded with questions. I could tell these Czech democrats 
about Vienna. But when they began to ask me what Britain 
would do in this or that eventuality, I was again confused 
and ill-at-ease. 

Karel, however, came to my rescue and carried me off to 
another room to feed me on “horky parki” (Frankfurter 
sausages) and Pilsoier beer and to have a private talk. Capek 
is a profound and convinced h umani tarian who feels in¬ 
tensely the inhumanity of Europe. His recent writings and 
his recent plays have been devoted to a humanitarian cru¬ 
sade. He did not deny that the Czechs had made mistakes 
which should be rectified. But he resented the violence and 
the deliberate lies of German propaganda. He doubted the 
sincerity of German promises. Yet I think that his political 
purview took in a wider field than the interests of his own 
country. He felt as a personal shame the breakdown of 
democracy, which in his eyes was synonymous with civilisa¬ 
tion, and of the failure of the democratic countries to maVr 
a stand against aggressive bullying. 

I chaffed him gently about his promised \Tsit to me in 
Scotland. He told me that he had b^u invited to attend the 
first night of his play in London and that he would like to 
accept- The times, however, were too criricaL Besides, he 
would now^ have to travel through or over German terri¬ 
tory, That was one result of the new situation created by the 
annexation of Austria, In one sentence it told the whole story 
of the encirclement of Czechoslovakia, 

Gradually the others drifted into the room, and I had Icmg 
talks with a middle-aged deputy of the Czechoslovak Parlia¬ 
ment, who was also a professor of philosophy, with t he 
editor of a Prague newspaper, and with an oflidd of the 

u 
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Czech Fordgn OflSice, They spoke calmly and without 
bitterness. They showed no fear. But I fdt and they felt that 
they were standing on the edge of an abyss. 

A htde later a man announced that Herr Hider was just 
going to start his broadcast speech on his Vi enna triumph. 
The guests trooped back into ihc big room where the wire¬ 
less set stood by the walk Elarel pressed me to stay. But I felt 
that my presence might cramp the comments of my Czech 
friends. I had heard the Fuehrer in the flesh and on the air 
several times. I could read his speech in the morning news¬ 
papers. 

Pleading the excuse of a supper engagement, I said my 
good-byes. Once again I had the impression of finality. These 
men, kind, sensible, compassionate, might live, but their 
world perhaps was dying. In the last 25,000 years there had 
been no improvement in the anatomical status of man. If 
anything, his brain had grown smaller. Had there been pro¬ 
gress in other directions? Man’s written history was the re¬ 
cord of the rise and fall of succeeding civilisations. There had 
been a great advance in mechanical invention, but in every¬ 
thing that concerned the mind, in those higher spheres of 
thought which distinguished civilised man from the savage, 
man had stood still or had advanced only to ebb like die tide. 
Was die civilisation of A.D. 1938 superior to the civilisation 
of438B.c.? 

My min d went back to a summer evening a few years ago 
at Osord when I was lecturing on “Idealmn and ReaH^ 
in Foreign Affairs”. In those days the realities of the Euro¬ 
pean situation were not readily realised in Britain, and, while 
not crying to curb idealism, I did suggest that in foreign 
aflairs we had to fece day-to-day fects. During question time 
a young man rose to rebuke'me. Could I deny that fer the 
6 ist time in history man had now proclaimed his behef in 
a League of Nations and in the sanctity of international 
peace? I could. Zeno and the Stoics had tai^t the doctrine 
of the universal brotherhood of man, without distincticm 



BRUCE LOCKHART 


299 


between Greek and barbarian, between freeman and slave, 
and had preached the duty of universal benevolence and 
justice. But the race had been to the strong, and the bar¬ 
barians had destroyed Greece. 

Would it be different to-day? The strength was with the 
Germans. Yet which was the higher civilisation? The civih- 
sation of guns or of butter? The culture of Masaryk or the 
Kampfkultur of Hitler? Prague was a home and a haven for 
all men. But Germans who professed a different civilisation 
from Nazi-ism—not merely German Jews but Aryans like 
Thomas Mann—were in cidle from their own country. 



CHAPTER SIX 


IN TOT SPRING of 1938 many exiles frofn Germany were liv¬ 
ing in Prague. Their anti-Naa acdvitki had been curhed, 
but they themselves were well created. So long as they did 
not interfere in politics, their feredom of nH>venieiit was nos 
curtailed. The only danger to which they were 
at the hands of th^ own countrymen, who more than once 
had crossed the bonder like thieves in the night to wreak a 
bloody vengeance. In diis manner the erudite Dr. 
had been brutally murdered. 

Some, but by no means all, of these exiles were Jews. 
Several had been wxll-known public hgurcs in the days of 
the German Republic. A long experience hat taught roe to 
mistrust news gathered from frniWf tourccs, not \xcztat the 


purveyors of such news arc necessarily dishonest, but be^ 
cause dieir views arc biased and their sources of informadoo 
second-hand and, for diis reason, unrcliaUc. I there fo re 
avoided hnigris as far as was possible without committing a 
breach of good manners. But on the suggestioD of an 
lish friend I did sec a prominent German exile in Prague. He 
had filled a posidon of great responsibility under the Bruen- 
ing Govemment. He was a Jew who had won the Iron Cm 
during the war. In e\'ery respect he was an outstanding man, 
remarkable in his firedom from prejudice and in dx love 
which he still bore for his country. 

He gave me a masterly analysis of the reasons for the do* 
dine of the Republic and for the triumfdi Nazi-inn, 
blaming, less than I have heard some Briddi ambasndon 
blame, the failure of France and Britain to give dmely sup¬ 
port to Stresemann and, later but not even dicn too late, to 
Dr. Bruening- Then I plied him with questions. Knowsi^ 
that he was in touch with and-Nazi friads in Germany, I 
asked him if there was much internal discontent under the 
Nazir^jime. 
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“If you had asked me that question six months ago,” he 
said, “I should have told you ‘yes’. To-day, I am not so sure. 
I know my people. You must not underrate the eSrct of 
events like the annexation of Austria on all Germans, includ¬ 
ing even the proletariat. Success goes to the head of the 
German people more quickly than any wine.” 

Then I asked him if he thought that Germany was unable 
to go to war just now because of her shortage of foodstuffs. I 
quoted General von Fritzch’s remark: “You cannot begin a 
war with bread-cards.” Once again he told me to dis^d 
any optimisin on that score. For months now Germany had 
been building up large food-reser\-cs. If the German popula¬ 
tion were kept short of butter or any other commodity, the 
restriction was the result of a policy adopted deliberately as 
part of the disciplinary training for a possible war. 

He also warned me against the comfortable bchef that 
dictatorships do not last. It was true that dictaton rarely left 
personal successon. But military dictatorships were in a dif¬ 
ferent cat^ory. No empire had lasted so long as Rome, and 

die Roman Empire was in its essence a military dictator¬ 
ship. 

His views seemed to me to be sound. Throughout the past 
twelve months during which I had been travelling in Europe 
I had asked eve^one I met, from Dr. Colijn to the most 
junior British Minister, what would happen if Hitler, Mus¬ 
solini and Stalin were to die suddenly on the same day. In 
which counoy would there be the greatest pohtical change? 

I heard various conflicting views about Italy and Russia. 
Most people thought that the greatest transformation would 
take place in Russia. Some even said that Russia would go 
Fascist, OthCTs predicted ^ave internal troubles in Italy. But 

everyone without exception w'as unanimous that Germany 
would remain strong. 

The Duce and Stalin told their peoples that they were 
strong, and by dint of frequent repetition some of them be¬ 
lieved what they were tolA The Germans were conscious of 
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thdr new strength, and of that consciousness I saw an illum¬ 
inating example in Prague, 

As my stay there drew near its end, I called at the German 
Legation, pardy to see an old friend in von Halem, whom I 
had known in London and, pardy, to obtain such Polities 
as I could for my journey to Berlin. The German Legation 
abuts on our own. Its back windows look on to the T/»gafion 
garden. In pre-Hider days we had been good neighboms. 
But the Germans had been diffident and unassertive. Now all 
was changed, and the greatest change was in von Hdem 
hims elf In his London days he had been a shy young man 
with a gende disposition and charming manners. Here in 
Prague he was as friendly, as charming and as kind as ever. 
But there was a note in his voice which revealed the new 
confrdence bom of a regained self-respect. He pooh-poohed 
the idea of trouble over the German-Czech dispute. His 
whole manner seemed to indicate die impossibility of any¬ 
one seriously thinking that die Czechs co^d reject the Ger¬ 
man demands. He handled my personal problem with light¬ 
ning rapidity. He picked up a telephone tecdver and spoke 
a few authoritative words to the commandant at the Geman 
frontier station. A couple of “Heil Hiders!” and the matter 
wassetded. 

Ten years ago I should have laughed if von ILilem had 
greeted me with heil anything in London. But now I was 
impressed. He did not say, as King Boris had said, “We no 
longer feel ourselves like Abyssinians,” but his whole bear¬ 
ing showed that as a German he acknowledged no superior 
race in Europe. 

On my 1 ^ day in Prague I made a long excursion into 
German Bohemia. I must confess diat the object of my jour¬ 
ney was not pohticaL During my long residmce in Gz^o- 
slovakia I had known German Bohemia better than, any 
other part of the countryside, mainly because it lies towards 
the mountains from which flow the swift-running trout 
streams. In die Eger district on die western frxmtier & loca 
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German population had been sullenly and sometimes trucu- 
lendy anti-Czech from the first days of the RcpubHc. 

Curiously enough, it was Dr Bencs himself who told me 
that at the Peace Conference both he and President Masaryk 
wished to leave at least a part of this district to Germany. The 
Allied Powers, however, had insisted on including it in the 
new Republic, and from that day the Czechs had been faced 
with trouble. 

But the real Deutsch-Boehmen, who lived to the north, 
were pleasant people, honest, clean, thrifty, hard-working 
and peace-loving. Already in 1920 I had seen the efforts of 
certain local politicians to fan the slowly dying embers of 
hate. These efforts had no marked success until 1933, when 
young Nazi speakers, conducting a s^^stemadc and intensive 
campaign, roused the population with speeches about Ger¬ 
man honour and German prestige. I mistrust the honour of 
politicians. It comes too readily to their lips. It accords too 
well with Bailie Nicol Jarvie's definition in Rob Roy: “Hon¬ 
our is a homicide and a blood-spiller that gangs about mak¬ 
ing frays in the street,” 

In Prague I had heard and seen enough and too much of 

the German-Czech dispute. On my last day I wanted to go 

back into the pleasant past and to take away with me a 

happy memory of the beautiful Bohemian countryside. In 

my mind ran the idea of a last pilgrimage. For many years I 

have taken an almost macabre interest in the Sarajevo 

murder which started the world conflagration in 1914.1 had 

frequently visited Sarajevo and Konopist, the Bohemian 

country-seat of the ill-fated Archduke Franz Ferdinand. 

Now I would complete my topographical knowledge of the 

murder by a personal inspection of Tcrezin, the former Aus- 

trim prison in North Bohemia in which Prinfip, 

^brmovic and Grabez, the three youthful assassins of the 
Archduke, were imprisoned. 

To|^y, Terezin is the chief mihtary prison of Czecho¬ 
slovakia. But it is something more than a prison. It is an 
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important military centre ocxupying a omctal podtioii 

between the Caech Maginot lines. In order to visit it, I had 

to obtain a special permit from the Czediodovak Ministry 
ofWar. ^ 

Armed with my pass, which was readily granted, I set oat 
in a high-powered car with Mr. and Mrs. Bubeb a^ a 
Czech professor, who was to explain to me the mysteries of 
the chateaux and Barok churches which dot the Bohemuoi 
countryside. I do not remember so glorious a March as that 
March of 1938 in Central Europe, and of a miraculous month 
of days my last day in Prague was the most miraculous. No 
breath of wind disturbed the upward ascent of the smoke 
from the chimneys of the cottages. There ms no doud in 
the skies, and the sun beat down on the rich fields and 
warmed the young grass nndl it seemed to grow before my 
eyes. 

For the first twenty miles we passed through fields of 
arable land, and once again I could admire the everlastii^ 
wonder of a sturdy peasantry whidi knows how to tmn 
every inch of die soil to profit. Even die road was lined with 
fiiiit-trees, which in summer would yield a rich harvest of 
cherries. The scenery, however, was fiat, and it was not undl 
we had left Melnik behind us on our right that my heart 
leapt to the sight of the mountains. There before us were the 
green hills of the Mitte^birge, dieir lower slopes cov^ed 
with vineyards. Away to the right loomed the Riesenge- 
birge, die Giant Mountains, whid take their name less from 
their height than fixim the que^ shapes into which Vulcan 
has wrought dieir summits. 

In past aeons volcanic eruptions had thrown up these 
mountain bulwarks to create a natural frontier to a land 
blessed beyond most others by the richness of its soiL Thoe 
was no barrenness, such as characterises the Scottish ifigjb* 
lands, about this Hochland. The fertile plain led to die very 
foot of the hills. Sleek catde, unattend^ and undistorbed, 
browsed in the lush meadows. Here, if anywhere in Europe, 
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was a land which Nature had fashioned for tlie peace and 
contentment of man’s souL 

Yet the peace was only on the surface. As we drew nearer 
to the hills, Bubela pointed out to me a series of grass- 
covered mounds, so low as to be scarcely noticeable, which 
spread themselves at a distance of a hundred yards across the 
fields. They were die entrances to the famous subterranean 
Czech defence lines. Man had learnt to fly only to destroy, 
and in self-defence the same man had been driven back to his 
primeval cave existence. Everywhere were notices stating 
that photography was forbidden and every camera liable to 
instant confiscation, f^r all the outward peacefulness of the 

countryside we were in the most carefully guarded militarj^ 
district of Europe. 

We drove down a long avenue of poplars and, at the end 

of it, came suddenly into the litdc fortress town of Thcre- 

sienstadt or Terezin, as the Czechs call it. Czechoslovak staff 

officen were waiting at the barracks door to receive me, and 

we went at once to the prison—a series of low, duU-red brick 

buildings, surrounded by grass-covered ramparts, a moat, 

and dams for inundating the fields. A small river called the 

Ohre runs close by. It looks like a trout-stream, and I sa^v 

several people fishing. But the river contains only coarse fish. 

hi Ae streets I saw few signs of life. In the heat of the sun the 

nttlc to^ seemed to be asleep. It was built by tlic Emperor 

Josrfn in 1780 as a stronghold. When tlie fortress became 

^riquate^ the Austro-Hungarian autliorities converted it 
into a military prison. 

At die pri^ gates I met the Governor. He was, of course 

a soldier, and had served during the Great War in die Czech 

legion m Russia. A great reader and a humanitarian, he im- 

pr^d me by his grade manner and by the keen interest and 

pnde whi^ he took in his work. He was essentially a re- 
rormer and not a gaoler. 

We went straigjit to Gavrilo Prinfip’s cell It has been re¬ 
constructed, but there has been no great change. Its vaulted 
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roof disimguishes it from the ordinary prison cdl, but in 
every oAer it is a grim hole. A plank bed stands 

a^t the wall -aere is a wooden chair and a small wooden 
toble with a me^ jug of water and a metal cup on it. There 
Js no other furmmre or fitting except an iron ring, to which 
m the past un^y prisoners were chained. No light enters 
into this den. There is no window, but only a small spy hole 
m Ae door for the warders to see througL The cells of 
Nedelko Gabnnovic and Trifko Grabei, Prinap’s colleagues 
m misery, were in the same row and were similar in appear- 
They made a shattering impression on me. Princip, 
Gabrinovic and Grabez had been fanatics, tf frnatics were 
dangerous, was it not better to shoot or hang them than to 
expose them to this living death? But at the time when they 
blew the Archduke Fran2 Fer dinand into space the three 
Yugoslav assassins were under twenty. Under the old Aus¬ 
trian code they were too young to suffer capital punishment, 
and, with a respect for foe law not observed to-day, they 
were given life-sentences and sent to Terean. All three 
young men died of tuberculosis within four years. The last 
to expire was Gavrilo Prinfip, a frnatical idealist and foe 
chief organiser of foe assassination. He died on April 28, 
1918, six months to a day before foe collapse of Austria. 

I remembered vividly foe terrible stories that I had often 
heard from Serbians of his maltreatment at foe hands of his 
Austrian gaolers. He had endured foe su£frrings of a martyr. 
His sores had been wilfully neglected by foe prison doctor. 
He had been starved to death. 


I asked foe Czech Governor if these stories had been exag¬ 
gerated. I was glad to hear from so reliable a source that they 
were wholly untrue. Neither Prinap nor his colleagues had 
been badly treated. Their Austrian gaolers had shown no 
personal cruelty. It was true that foe prisoners had been 
under-nourishefo But Austria herself was starving. Un- 
doubtedlv, lack of light and of proper foodstnffi had told on 
their healfo. But foe main cause of their death was home- 
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sickness and the inevitable depression caused by rb<»ir life- 
sentence. 

I was also relieved to learn that the three cells are now, 
more or less, relics of the past. They are used only very rarely 
as a disciplinary pu nishm ent for refractory prisoners, and 
then only for a maximum of twenty-four hours. 

I made an inspection of the whole prison. Although it is 
Ae chief m il i t ar y penal establishment of Czechoslovakia, 
mere were not more than a hundred prisoners. Most of 
them were serving short sentences. The treatment was 
more educational than pumtivc. Every prisoner was 
taught a trade: book-binding, carpet-weaving and brush- 
malmg. The carpets of Terezin fetch a high price, and 
m the tailonng department I saw a lady’s tailor-made 
turned out with a cut and finish which would have made the 
eyes of Mr. Montague Burton sparkle. With immodest 
cunosity I looked fintively to sec if any of my boob were 
among the ^glish translations. But the most modem work 
that I could find was a bound copy of The Pickwick Papers. 

I bve visited prisons in many countries. Terezin com¬ 
pared more than favourably s^-ith the best. I was not to 

n r a tragedy which belonged, not to the 

past of ^ap, but to the hvmg present. In one cell was a 
Czechoslovak officer, or rather a former officer, for he had 

?"i. " Gcrman- 

of an officer’s wont 

and soldiers talked much of honour, but in all countries 

of tL d^Td S “ ‘‘^'honour 

Brfore saying good-bye to the Governor. I asked if I 
mght sw the cemet^. I was taken to a large enclosure near 

cemetery is divided mto three sections, for Terezin is inTL 
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ccnttc of a mixed district, and there areCzedi, German and 
Jewish names on the gravestones. The mihtary section is on 
the right. Near the south wall, by the side of a path, 
three grey wooden crosses in front of a stone pillar ^ plain 
except for the laurel wreath design near the top of the 
column. In front of the pillar there is a litdc stone endosure 
with a gravel of small coloured glass crystals. On the crosses 
there are three small plaques with die names Gavido Princip, 
Neddko Gabrilovic, Ttifko Grabez, and die dates of rbfir 
deaths. Underneath each name are the words: Srpski trpitd 
—Serbian martyr. The earthly remains of die three are no 
longer beneath the crosses. After the war the Yugoslav Gov¬ 
ernment brought them home, and they are now interred in a 
nadonal grave in Sarajevo. 

To the Yugoslavs, and, indeed, to all Slavs, they are mar¬ 
tyrs; to the Germans and Austrians they are traitors and 
mufdcrers. Neither the war nor the post-war peace had 
killed these distinctions. Already in Austria the Germans were 
preparing to make martyrs of Otto Pkmetta and die other 
murderers of DoUfbss, and to honour their memory by re¬ 
interring them in a heroes’ grave. Here in this Teiezin dis¬ 
trict Konrad Henleiu was a hero to die Germans, but to the 


Crechs he was little better than a traitor. As Tdstoy wrote, 
what is terrible in lifr is not the incoherent, stupid, personal 
folly of individuab, but the general, o^anised, public, intel¬ 
lectual folly of our world. 

I turned away, and the Governor led me to the odier end 
of the cemetery. I crossed the low wall and in a sloping field, 
lined by a row of trees, I saw thousands of litde tin plaques 
like those which wdl-to-do Bridsh people use to mark the 
names of the flowers in their garden. Here diey marked the 
names of human beings—die thousands of ptisonets-of'iirar 
who died in captivity in Tcrezin. The graves were well 
tmArA and neady arranged. I found the names of ihousani 
of Russians. But many nationalities were represen t in this 

Poles,' 
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Between the lines of tin plaqoes was a row of ornamented 
stones. They marked the graves of the Jews, who now lay apart 
in death as they had lived apart in life. This differentiation, T 
was told, was not made by the Austrian authorities. The liv¬ 
ing Jewish prisoners had wished to honour their dead com¬ 
rades in this manner, and had spent their spare time in mak¬ 
ing the stones and in carving the designs. 

In place of a name several pbques bore the two words: 
origin unknown. 

This was no heroes’ cemeterv’ honoured by a whole nation 

and tended with loving care by the relatives and descendants 

of the dead. These men had been brought here to languish in 

captivity, to starve and to despair, and to die far from their 
homeland. 

I should like to be a dictator fr>r twenty-four hours in order 
to reform the teaching of history in the schools of the world. 
The text—books for British schools should be written bv 
Frenchmen, those for French schools by Germans, and those 
for German schools by Englishmen. Or, better still, the his¬ 
tories taught in the schools of the Great Powers should be 
wntten by neutrals. I should abohsh the pictures of battle¬ 
fields. I ^ould replace them by photographs of these war- 
prisoners’ cemeteries, where the innocent victims of the con¬ 
tending nations he buried side by side. 

I took my leave of the kindly Governor, and we drove on 
w Litomefice or Leitmeritz, an old Czech city which during 
the course of centuries has been strongly Germanised. On 
onr way we p^ a field in which a group of Czech soldiers 
were pbying footbaU. It was from th^ field that in October, 
1918, after the collapse of Austria, the Czech troops marcheff 
wth bmds plaW, to Leitmeritz to take possession of the 
town. The band played the march Up the HabshuTQs! It was 
the o^y time tliat it knew or had practised. 

I^toerite was very clean and wexy peaceful. As it was 
gturday afternoon, there were many people in the streets 
Most of them were spiking German. Bubeb wished to take 
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me to a si^ wm^dea in the hills in order to show me 
the vi^. hazy of the local geography, he stopped the 

car md asked the ^y. He put his question in Germm and 

a answer. Not for the first time I noted 

that there is httle hate between peoples when the polidciaiis 
arc not present. ^ 

The German-Bohemian who gave Bubela his beating was 

aworkingm^. Perhaps he was a Socialist. There were many 

Soa^ts m this German-Bohemian industrial area. This was 
another aspect of the crisis. In some respects it was die most 
senous. Were we, the British, to use our good o£ 5 ces to per¬ 
suade Ae Czechs to give to the German minority in Czecho¬ 
slovakia a measure of autonomy so large that it would enable 
the Nazis to trample on thdr feUow-countiymen who dis- 
^eed with them? The Nazis would not be satisfied without 
this concession. Already they were saying that no Socialist 
could be recognised as a German. And even if German were 
to be allowed to deal with German as the m^ority «I<*nd ed, 
what of the eight hundred thousand Czechs who would iKtu 
become a minority in the German area? The Germans who 
raged so furiously over the treatment of German minoririp^ 

in other countries did not tolerate minorities within thpir 
own confines. 


After a roundabout climb we readied the wine-garden 
with its litde mn and roof-terrace. As it was so early in the 
year, there were no other visitors. The Wirth was a German. 
Pleased by the arrival of unexpected customers, he was all 
smiles and fiiendliness, making us taste all his wines, both 
new and old, and producing a fearsome concoction rallrd 
raspberry wine, which Mrs. Bubela liked. He was an expert 
on wines and talked of them with loving knowledge. Never 
before, he said, had he collected so many beandfbl wines. Bfe 
was full of optimism and confident that he would have a 
record season, hi the past, times had been hard, fiir he had to 
rdy on local custom. But now the fame of his inn was 
spreading. Motor-cars, increasing in number yearly, would 
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bring visiton from Prague and from Dresden. The possi¬ 
bility of political complications did not seem to enter into his 
mind. 

ftom the terrace there was an enchanting view over the 
rollmg rmges of mountains and vallej-s. The whole scene 
reminded me of an Italian landscape. The ohve-green hills, 
the vmey^ds. were Italian, and m the sky there was a riot of 

Si^CT imagination of a 

We stood in silent w^hile we watched the sun, like a vast 
blood-red globe, sink behind the valley of the Elbe. Doubt- 
1« the Bu^ were wondering if in the summer they 
could come back to ^ a glass of w-inc on this quiet ter¬ 
race ^f, if the Wirth would welcome them as he had wel- 
comed “ ^y. or if by then the keepers of his pohtical 
£trei°Ttf PO“°ned his mind with the toxin of racial 

more eloquent than words of apprehension. ^ 

My own thoughts were not very optimisric. Mv memorv 
went back to Rainer Maria Rilke, die gende ^t X 

dioated ter^. " on their 0\M1 

dia iLo^So™ of N- 

only i. and no, in bW Sc^aTS: 
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ness of the position. If Czechoslovakia were to go n 

war, or to be forced mto a war with Germany becanse dfthi 

^nnan-Bohcmian minority, how could she expect thi 

^nnans m her own tanks to fight against their fellow 
Uennans? 


In any case the Czechs could not fight abne. Tntfmol 
^gression, Herr Hitler’s new weapon, might be as aggres- 
nve as an mvasion from outside, but he had the strength. 
^ this strength the Czechs could not afford to imote. 

WMt km^ going to make war against anotho: king, sitteth 
not down first and consulteth whether he will be able with 
ten thousand to meet him that cometh against him wiA 
twenty thousand?” The balance in fevour of the Nasi king 
was not two to one, but seven to one. 

Was this a quarrel in which we should take sides t» fi>r 
which we shodd go to war? Not until we had pnhanciH 
every effort to find a peacefiil solution. Not unless Germany’s 
ambitions were more sinister than her professed desire to oh^ 
tain equd rights for the German minori^ in Czechoslovakia. 
Adinorities were a curse and a nuisance in the world, and ihe 
lot of a small state with a large minority was doubly har<I 

On our way home we stopped at Doksany. once an an¬ 
cient convent of the Norberti^ and later trar^rmed inrfi 
a casde. To-day it is one of the coimtry seats of die Gannts 
AchrentaL Its chief attraction is its Barok church, wfaidi is 
the finest in Czechoslovakia, and the Czech professor who 
accompanied us expatiated at ctmsidetable length cm ia 
architecmral and minal glories. But Bubda had told me that 
beneath its floors was the burial vault of the Aehrentals, and 
I wanted to see it. Down we went into the Roman crypt; 
clammy with the sunless air of ten centuries. Several mffag, 
covered with rather dusty black memorial bands with gih 
lettering, stood on steme blocks. The swords of the dead 
Counts lay beside diem. On one coffin I read the name: Aloffi 
Aehrental, Foreign Minister of His Imperial Miyesty, the 
Emperor Imnz 
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Count Alois Aelireutal was die Austrian Minister respon¬ 
sible for the annexation of Bosnia and Herzegovina. That 
annexation had put several million Slavs under Austro- 
Hungarian rule. It had been the primary cause of the Sara¬ 
jevo assassination, and the murder of an Archduke had 
cost the hves of milKons of men and had altered the map of 
Europe, Yes. Minorities were a curse. Herr Hider himself 
had always said so. Would he stand by what he had said, or 
would he change his mind as he had changed it after the rc- 
occupation of the Rhineland when he promised to launch 
“no more diplomatic surprises” on a startled world? The 
rid^e would be answered long before the book which I was 
writing would see the tight of day. 



CHAPTER SEVEN 


D ^ Sundaymotning that I atiived at the Anhaltei 

Bahimof m Berlin. The station stands in the part of Berlin 
which I have known longest. From die neighbouring Pots- 
damersmtion I used daily to take the little suburban train to 
Gross-Iichterfelde during my student days in 1905 and 1906. 

The hour of my arrival was unduly early, and the station 
vras almost empty. I vrait to the oflSdal money bureau to 
change a pound, and, while I waited, my eye caught a large 
poster. It showed a map of Afiica. Below Cape Tovpn were 
the words: “German Colonial League”; above the Sahara 
stretching from Oran to Port Said ran the plaintive propa¬ 
ganda cry: “How Long \^thout Colonies?” 

At my hotel I found numerous messages and invitations 
from German friends. I should answer diem to-morrow. I 
was determined to keep my first day to myself I had a long 
connection with Gerrnany. It was the first fo reign country 
in which I had ever lived. Except during the war years I 
visited it r^jularly ever since. Althou^ my student years 
had been spent in Berlin, I p re fe r re d Soudi Germany to the 
Nordi. In recent years, owing to restricdons on my rimp, I 
had been mote fiiequendy in Munich than in the German 
capitaL Nazi Berlin was therefiire almost unknown territory 
tome. 

During the first post-war decade my sympadiies had been 
widi men like the 1 ^ Gustav Stresemaim and Dr. Bmening, 
and diere were many fratures of Nazism which I disliked 
and still dislike. I had, however, met a considerable number 
of prominent Nazis long befijre they came into power. I had 
heard Herr Hitler speak in his beloved MunicL I had been 
shown over the fiunous Nazi “Brown House” in that city by 
that earnest, ascetic philosopher, Alfied Rosenberg, and 
under his guidance had inspected the printii^ ptess« of that 
child of his creation, the now alk«owetfiil VoeVdsdier Beob- 
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achter. By way of returning courtesy I had piloted him dur¬ 
ing his first visit to London—not his official visit in 1933 
when he was severely “heckled”, but a previous visit made 
two years earher, when he was incognito in London for a 
week. 

Our first meeting, arranged by a fnend in Munich, had 

been curious. A Balt by origin, Alfred Rosenberg had been 

in Russia during the Bolshevik revolution and knew me by 

name and notoriety, if not in the flesh. After taking his 

degree as an architect in Riga, he had come to Munich in 

1919- There he had come under the influence of Eckhardt, 

the Nazi poet, and had begim to speak in the streets against 

Marxism. Adolf Hitler was already engaged on a similar task 

with a small group of his own. The two men met and became 
firmfiicnds. 

those days Herr Hitler’s chief amusement was motor- 
racing. He did not race himself, but he studied the life-story 
and speeds of the great drivers in much the same way as a 
British schoolboy pores over the batting and bowling aver¬ 
ages of the professional cricketen. The cares of office have 
embed the Fuehrer’s early passion, but its traces are visible in 
the su^rb motor-roads which he has had constructed from 
one end of Germany to the other. 

I remembered very vividly my conversations with Rosen- 
terg m I^ndon in 1931. He had told me with supreme con- 
Mence that the would never attempt a coup d'itat. 

There was no necessity. They would reach their goal by con¬ 
stitution^ methods and they would achieve power within 
SIX montiw. He was only seven months out in his prognostica¬ 
tion^ but I w^ not prescient enough to realise that he spoke 
prophetic assurance. Nor were the hons of Fleet Street 
better i^ormed When three month later Rosenberg tele- 

M^ch asking me to come at once be- 
he had arranged for me to see Herr Hitler, my editor 

^ J Fuehrer 

was still a demagogic mountebank whose oratory was a 
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nuisance to Europe, but not a serious challenge to the east¬ 
ing regime in Germany. 

Now the Nazis had ruled in Berlin for five years. I was 
interested to see how the ardent young men of Munich had 
carried out their mandate. 

I took a taxi and drove round the town. The streets were 
still beflagged for the Vienna rejoicings. Nowhere m the 
world have I seen such a profusion of long banners. They 
himg blood-red from the top windows of the houses almost 
to the heads of the pavement walk^. hi Unter den T indpT^ 
and the Wi l he l m strasse the only buildings which were not 
draped with swastikas were the ftench and British Emhacii'pc 
I drove past the German Foreign OflSce and saw again the 
yellow, sweating face of Gustav Stresemann. I had ^allrpd to 
him there for more than an hour shortly befiire his dpat-h 
He had criticised Franco-British policy for its failure to sup¬ 
port the German Republic during the immediafp post-war 
years. Between flitler and Stresemann there had been only 
one cardinal dijSerence. Their ambition and their goal had 
been the same —z strong and united Germany. But Strese- 
mann was prepared to create bis strong G ermany in the 
spirit of the new Europe. He had &iled, and the French and 
we had been largely responsible for his discomfiture. Now 
he was forgotten, and the Nazis, thorough in all their 
methods, had taken care that he should remain forgotten. 
Near my hotel was the old Stresemannstrasse. The name had 
been changed. 

I remembered the dyit^ statesman’s last words to me: 
“Now nothing remains except brute force. Ihe future is in 
the hands of the new generation. And the youth of Germany, 
which we might have won for peace and the new Europe, 
we have lost.” 

The streets were full of young men now. All woe in uni¬ 
form. The majority wore Air Force badges. What struck me 
most was their extreme youthfulness. 

I noticed many chan^ since my last visit in 1934^ vast. 
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tremendous changes since my first long stay in 1905. Many 
old landmar ks had disappeared. Others were going as fast as 
the Fuehrer could remove them. Berlin was being rebuilt. 
That was his dream, as he pored in Berchtesgaden over his 
architects’ plans. To perpetuate his name in roads and build¬ 
ings, to incorporate within one Reich the w^hole German 
race; these were his ambitions and the heritage which he 
wished to hand down to history. And to achieve both aims 
he was working with feverish haste. For the Fuehrer is a 
^talist. He believes that Fate has given him only a limited 
time in which to fulfil his mission. 

Gone was the old, spotless, tidy Berlin. Hoardings and 
scafibldings were everywhere. The Tiergarten was in a mess. 
The Tiergartenstrasse itself was condemned. Its houses w ere 
to make way for the new quarter in W'hich the totalitarian 
state intended to concentrate the foreign embassies and lega¬ 
tions. Already the anti-Nazi wits—and there are some still— 
had christened it “The Diplomatic Ghetto”. And w'herevcr 
you walked, the dust, a ridi, white dust, covered your shoes 
in five minutes. 


The Berlin wits have another story about this feverish 
building campaign, “Berlin,” they tell you, “is free fi^om all 
dangers of air-attacks.” You ask why, wondering in your 
mnocence if the German anti-air-raid precautions, very vis¬ 
ible with their conic-shaped, concrete air-shcltcrs and first- 
aid stadons, are so perfect. Then you are given the cxplana- 
don: A week ago Stalin sent over secredy a couple of 
Russian aeroplanes, camouflaged as German, in order to 
make a reconnaissance. The observers reported that there 

was nothing in Berlin to bomb. The city had been destroyed 
already.” 


Presendy I paid off my taxi. I had made a sudden resolu- 
don to spend my day in the same manner as I liad spent my 
Be^ Sundays in the serious, penniless days of mv youth. I 
walked along Unter den Linden to the Kaiser' Friedrich 
Museum, where under the forceful guidance of Professor 
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TiJley I had ^ kamt to take an interest in ractures. -nie 

gallety, of ife ^ in dK world, TO JmSst OTKv. h 

pre-war da^ u had always been crowded on Sundays,^and 
I w^ at a loss to understand the change. Did it signify a 

iivMm the str^. Perhaps everyone was at die Eidiihi ri ^n 
of Dictate Art, sponsored by the Fuehrer himself in order 
to convince ^ people of the evil tendencies of the Jewish 
nmuence on German art. 

'Section was mote or less true. I went later 
to the Ex^birion of D^erate Art. It was crowded. On the 
who e. It justified Herr Hitler’s object. The pictures were un- 
whol^me and decadent. But the new Nazi art, shown by 

way of contrast, was unimpressive and lacked originality. 

On my way back I saw a small weB-behaved crowd out¬ 
side the old guarc^ouse in Unter den linden. I joined the 
qoeiK and went m. This htde Greek temple now houses 
Berlm s shrme to die “Unknown Warrior’’. But Germany’s 
r^embranoe day is not “Armisrice Day”, which is a day of 
shame, but the first Sunday which fells closest to the flat.- of 
the founding of the Iron Cross. The date fells in March, and 
remembrance day had been observed on the Sunday previous 
^ arrival. As I walked round in the circle, as slow—mov¬ 
ing and as dignified as die cirde which walked round the 
coffin of King George V in Westminster Hall, the scores of 
wreat^, fiom raiments, from Nazis, from ex-servicemen’s 
organisadons, woe still fresh. 

Near the Potsclamerplatz I lundied alone in an Asching^ 

restaurant, whichis the BerlinequivalentofourLcHidonLycHis. 

The fixxl was wholesome and feidy well-cooked. I noticed 
no restrictions. I had all the butter diat I wanted. The plafp, 
too, was fulL But there were no unifrirms and no Brown 
Shirts. Ihe pubhc was composed entirely of stoHd bourg^is 
of the lower middle dass. There were several family groups 
of husband and wife with one or two children. The women 
were dowdily and radber shabbily dressed. Their timp was 
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divided between filling their own mouths and those of their 
offspring. The husbands plied a diligent knife and fork. Then, 
when their hunger was satisfied, they took out a cigar, lit it 
deliberately, and smoked and read the newspaper. What 
struck me most was the unwonted silence. There was none 
of the loud hum of conversation which never ceases in a 
Prague or Bucharest restaurant of the same class, none of the 
noisy laughter which I used to hear in the Berlin of seven 
years ago. The German lower middle class has always been 
disciplined and well-behaved. But now these men and wo¬ 
men said nothing, or talked in quiet whispers as if an unseen 
restraint sat on their lips. Their faces, serious and care-worn, 
were a reflection of the general picture that I had observed 
that morning in the streets. 

There has always been something aggressive in the physi¬ 
ognomy of Berlin, But to-day you notice three distinct types 
among the population. 

Pint, there are the active Nazis as personified by the Brown 
Shirts and the Black Shirts. They look hard. They cultivate a 

tough eflSdency, and not infi-equently they confound 
efficiency with brutality. 

Then there is the military, which to-day embraces almost 
the whole youth of the country. It is a healthy and not un¬ 
pleasant youth, disciplined, athletic, serious in purpose and, 
on the whole, good-natured. In its bearing it shows its pride 

of race, but not so aggressively as do the organised members 
of the Nazi Party. 

Finally, there are the over-forty civilians: the clerks, the 
min or officials, the tradesmen, the small people who com¬ 
pose the bulk of every natioa Their faces look pinched. 
There is a strained look in their eyes, as though the burden 

supporting a nation in arms were too heavy for them. 
Jey carry their money in a purse and count every pfennig! 
They work because they have always worked and because 
to-day, in a totalitarian state, saving has lost its sense. They 
are the stragglers in a sprint in which the whole population 
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IS bound to take part and, because the race is to the yonne 
and to the strong diey seem to lag behind. Nazi-iT^ 
movement ot and for youth, to whom life is stffl a realisable 

who have lost 

mon^, it^ the ^ tme. In Germany it belongs already 
to a despised past. And this is the fondamental di^rareS 

Germany and die old England, 
men I had finished my luncheon, I stroHed over to the 

f ^ third-<lass ticket to Gross- 

U<±terfelde-West. On my arrival I had some difficulty in 

fand^ my way to ^gstrasse 40, where as a youth I had 

lived for a year and studied German and the then new 

^ence of phonetics under that great man, William Tffley. 

Then the to^ had beai in the country; now it was an in- 

teg^ part of Greater Berlin. The house was still there, but 

m bncks and stucco were all diat remained of the past. 

Tilley was dead, and the surviving members of his femily 

were teaching phonetics in half-a-dozen difierent countries. 

Gone was the litde shop where I used to buy penny cigars 

and exercise books and cheap prints of Rembrandt and 

Vermeer. Gone, too, was the field in which I tried to 

rugby football to the German students, who gave me con¬ 
versation lessons. 


Rather sadly I looked up at the balcony window of my 
old room and thought of the changes in the place and in 
myself Those months in the Ringstrasse had been the most 
serious in my life. Except for a juvenile and very romantic 
affair with a young German girl who lived next-door my 
conduct had been exemplary. Here I had first Ipamf how to 
work, to appreciate Germans, and to love Germany. To-day 
I should like to have beeu able to write that I still loved Ger¬ 
many, aldiough I disliked many features of Nazi-ism. But 
such a phrase was anathema to every G erman, an msnlr to 
the German nation. 
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Even old acquaintances like Freiherr von Rheinbaben, 
once the disciple and devoted admirer of Stresemann, now 
said: “We cannot and will not listen to phrases like that. 
Germany and Nazi-ism are identical.” 

If that were true, I was a misfit in the new Germany. 

I walked over to the Kadettcnanstalt, Germany’s great 
mihtary college, where himdreds of famous German officers 
had received their first training. I remembered very vividly 
meeting the cadets on Sundays on the way to the station to 
spend die afternoon with their parents. They looked very 
serious and very smart in their neat blue uniforms and 
cream-coloured gloves. 

Perhaps I had seen Goering among them, for at school he 
had gone on a hunger-strike and had feigned illness until his 
diplomatist-father promised to send him to the Kadettcnan¬ 
stalt and to allow him to become an officer. It was true that 
I was several years older, but in those days some of the cadets 
were litde more than babies, and in this manner our times in 
Gross-Lichterfelde may have coincided. I tried to picture 
Goering as a cadet. He had been slim and agile then. During 
the holidays, when he was staving with his parents at an old 
casde, he had startled the whole household by swinging him¬ 
self down fi’om the high tower on a rope. He is still an ardent 
Alpinist. But even this dizzy feat suggested nothing concrete 
to my mind. There are people whose face and figure scarcely 
change with ffie passing of the years. There are others who 
are unrecogn^ble after an interval of ten years. Trying to 
pi^e Goering as a boy officer was like trying to imagine 

Falstaff as a tight-rope walker or Lord Castlerosse as a naval 
cadet. 

In those days the Kadettcnanstalt represented everything 
that w^ most honourable and gentlemanly in German mih¬ 
tary life. At least once a year the Kaiser or one of his sons 
came down to mspect the fbturc ^lite of his corps of officers 
^om gmCTab accompanied him, and the good citizens of 
Gross-Lichterfelde assembled in the road in their hundreds 
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and pee^ though the railings as die boys formed fours and 
marched to the goose-step. 

To-day, the Kadettenanstalt has a more sinist er attracdon 
to the modem sightseer. After the ill-ftted coup of Jane 30, 
1934. when General Schleicher and the notorious Colonel 
Roehm tried to overthrow die Fuehrer, some of the muti¬ 
neers were brought to Gross-Iichterfelde and shot within the 
precincts of die rotary schooL 

Yielding to another impulse, I hired a car and drove out to 
Schlachtensee, the litde lake halfway betv^ Berlin and Pots¬ 
dam, where in romantic scenery of die Grunewald I used to 
row my girl and give her coffee and cakes on die cafe-terrace. 
Now it was as crowded as the Serpentine. Since dip war 
every German has become a sun-worshipper, and, although 
we were still in March, hundreds of Berliners were enjoying 
the warmth of a wholly exceptional spring. Here there was 
litde or none of the restraint that I had noticed in the streets 
of Berlin. In the open air the public had thrown off its cares 
and had left its politics and propaganda at home. 

Only one feature of the scene reminded me that in this 
new Germany freedom was circumscribed or, at best, con¬ 
fined to units of one race and of one political colour. Since 
the war I had often re-visited the lakes near Berlin. In pre- 
Hider days Jews had predominated among the throng of 
holiday-makers, especially at Wannsee, where diey had 
yachts and motor-boats and fine villas by the lake-side. Here 
at Schlachtensee, although I scanned many faces, I did not 
sec one non-Aryan. 

Berlin’s countless lakes have not lost dieir popularity. One, 
die Lietzensee, is now a main residential centre for Nazi 
officials. It is an old and frequendy flaunted accusation by 
Nazi orators that, under the Republic, official jobbery 
flourished and bureaucracy battened on the state. When a 
people is starving and impoverished, it is easy for agitators 
to rouse its hatr^ against the bureaucracy. Bodi during die 
struggle for power and after the Fuehrer’s triumph die 
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Nazis played this card for all it was worth in dieir efforts to 
besmirch the Socialist and Liberal regime. They invented a 
name for the superfluous bureaucrats and it became a house¬ 
hold word in every German home. They called them “Bon- 
zen”, for which the best English equivalent is “tin gods”. 

It is, I think, undeniable that the Nazis hafl some grounds 
for their accusations. The German bureaucracy, once as 
honest as our own, has never recovered from the corrupting 
effects of the war. It has not recovered yet. Under the Nazi 
regime nepotism and jobbery have not been suppressed, and 
there are many critics even in pro-Nazi circles who maintain 
that for every “Bonze” who lived on the state imder the 
Republic there are now four. 

This prevalence of unifo rms and badges has provided the 
wits with another joke. When Signor Mussolini paid his 
state visit to Berlin in 1937, the wags suggested that the 
Lietzensee should be rechristened “II L^o di Bonzi”. 

From Schlachtensee I drove on to Wannsee, but 1 came 
too late to see more than the sunset. The waters of the 
great lake were unruffled. The boats were already moored 
and the terraces of the lake-side restaurants almost deserted. 
The crowd of Sunday sunshine seekers was on its way to the 
station, I paid off my driver and followed them on to the 
platform to wait for a train which would take me back to 
Berlin, The platform was packed. But there was no jos tling 
and pushing. Mothers straightened out the frocks of their 
little girls and pulled the arms of fractious sons who strayed 
too near the railway-line. Muscular youths extracted bars of 
chocolate from the automatic machines and shared them 
with their friends. Sturdy girls, their faces free from Hpstick 
md make-up, scribbled picture-postcards and posted them 

in the neat, blue, station post-box. It was a good-natured and 
orderly crowd. 

This tme I travelled first-class, for, if at fifty the spirit was 
still willing, the flesh was not so strong. I was tired and a Htde 
lonely. But it had been a peaceful outing. I had recaptured 
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some of the past I had compared the pre-war yesterday 
with to-day, and had found the present less different from 
1906 than it was from 1926. True, there had been uniforms 
everywhere, but the militarism had not yet obtruded itself 
objectionably. Germans seemed to be spending their Sun¬ 
days in much the same manner as they had always done. 
That first Sunday was to prove itself my pleasantest and 
most care-fiee day in Berlin. 



CHAPTER EIGHT 


MONDAY BROUGHT ME ouc of mv day-<lreains into the grim¬ 
mer reahties of the working week. My first duty was to pay 
a few obligatory official calls, and, having arranged an ap¬ 
pointment by telephone, I set out on foot for our Embassy. 
On my way to the Wilhelmstrasse I was held up for over half- 
an-iour by a vast concourse of people on the Pariserplatz. 

Half Berlin had taken the morning off to cheer the march 
past of the Fifteenth Vienna Inffintry Regiment. If the leading 
German Nazis had gone to Vienna, the Austrians were now 
being brought to Berlin. Officers and men were still in Aus¬ 
trian uniform. Their physique and their martial bearing were 
impressive. They had surrendered voluntarily to a brother 
race, but they marched as conquerors. The enthusiasm of the 
crowd was tumultuous. If Germany had won the war, the 
victorious Prussian troops returning to Berlin could not have 
received a warmer welcome. 

Close to me a burly bourgeois in a bowler hat started 
Deutschland, Deutschland, ueber AJles, and with full-throated 
energy the crowd took up the refiain. As the words “Von 
der Maas bis an die Memel” r ang out across the square, I 
felt a momentary trepidation. Memd would be the next 
crisis in the agitated afiairs of Europe. 

The emotional fervour of the crowd was dangerously in- 
spiring and infectious even to a foreigner. I looked at the 
Austrian officers. Their chests were pufied out, their faces set 
in a vacant military expression. Were there no Habsburg 
sentiments beneath these stiff tunics? Even Deutschland ueber 
Alles was an Austrian hymn composed by the Austrian 
Haydn for an Austrian Emperor, I could not help thinking 
of the stage-set triumphs of ffie ancient Romans. 

Nor were the troops the only Austrians who were brought 
to Berlin to swell the Nazi joy-ride. On die next day two 
thousand Viennese workmen streamed out of the Anhalter 
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station to r^ve a siniilar welcome and to parade before an 
eqi^y enthusiastic crowd. Not die least important feature 
of the Nazi movement is the oflSdal eagerness to capture and 
ret^ L allegiance of the working-classes. 

T1, j 1 ^ fo™*! Sir George O^vie Forbes, whom 

known twdve years ago in Belgrade. Since then he has 

m i^y difficult posts: Mexico and Madrid, where he 

^ splmdid work during the worst part of the Spanish Civil 

W^. To-day, he is Counsellor of Embassy in Berlin. But he 

wiU gp much ferther. He is big in bulk, big in mind, and 

quite imperturbable in manner. He stands over six feet hig h 

in his stocking-soles and scales over fourteen stone. He is 

alwa)^ good-tempered. He does not talk much; he does not 
take sides. He plays the bagpipes. 

Soon after Ae war Kemal Pasha was asked who was the 
be^ diplomatist that he had ever met. He said without hesi¬ 
tation: Sir Horace Rumbold. He gave his reasons for his 
choice. Sir Horace, he stated, never said more than he 
needed to say, but when he said anything you knew thqt it 
represented to a hundred per cent, the view of his own Gov¬ 
ernment George OgUvie Forbes is of the same type. If I 
were dictator of firitain, I should make him an ambassador 
at once and give him the toughest post that is going. 

He took me off to luncheon at his house m West Berlin. 
His bookshelves were lined with Scottish books. His other 
guest was Professor Meyer, the world’s leading authority on 
the history of Catholic Scotland- We discussed Scottish af¬ 
fairs, and then he walked me back a long two miles to the 
£mbassy where, after wiping the dust from my shoes and 
trousers, I had an hour-and-a-halPs conversation with Sir 
Nevile Henderson, our Ambassador. 

When I saw him first in St. Petersburg twenty-six years 
ago. Sir Nevile was a powerfully-built man in the prime of 
his vigour. To-day his figure h^ shr unk a litde. Although 
the sun was blazing and the thermometer at midsummCT 
level, the central heating in his room was at full blast and a 
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huge fire was burning in the grate. He wore two waistcoats 
and shivered in them. He was just recovering from an attack 
of influenza. 

He is a man of strong views and is not afraid to express 
them. He understands the twists and turns of the Nazi move¬ 
ment. He knows its virtues and its faults. If he does not ignore 
its dangers, he prefers the commonsense of peaceful diplo¬ 
macy to the violence of the ideologists. Wherever he has 
been en poste, he has always succeeded in establishing excep¬ 
tionally close relations wth the leading personality of the 
country to which he has been accredited. He is a keen game 
shot. 

When he was Minister in Belgrade, he went shooting 
with the late King Alexander and became his best friend. 
To-day, he shoots with General Goering and is on good 
terms with him. As Mr. Balfour once wrote to me when he 
was Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs, one of the three 
chief duties of a diplomatist is to make himself agreeable to 
the Government of the country to which he is accredited. 
In this respect Sir Nevile has been remarkably successful. 

Incidentally, the British pubhc, who regard or used to re¬ 
gard General Goering as a cross between a uniformed buf¬ 
foon and a tyrant, are mistaken. Old regime Germans fall 
into another error. They prefer him to ail other Nazis be¬ 
cause he is of good birth, and because they think, like Caesar, 
that fat men are not dangerous. General Goering has his 
faults. He likes extravagance and exotic display. On one 
occasion, when an English diplomatic friend of mine went 
to see hi m , his pet lion cub forgot itself, and the General had 
to break off the conversation in order to go and change his 
trousers. But for all his minor weaknesses the ex- air ace is 
essentially a man of action, and his greatest characteristic is 
his smpendous energy. It is true that without Herr Hider he 
might never have emerged from his post-war obscurity. It is 
equally true to say that since 1932 he has been the chief in¬ 
strument of the Fuehrer s triumph. He is the real organiser 
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of ^rmany’s armed might and the creator of Gonuny s 
air-force and his achievement stands out as a mirade of hard 
work and tireless industry. 

In character he is a curious aanbination of contradictions. A 
pa^onate himter, he has gained many admirers, not confined 
to his own countrymen, by abohshing vivisection in Ger¬ 
many. He can be tolerant towards non-Aryans whose activi- 
ti« are useful to the state. He has protect^ General Mdrii 
who IS his chief adviser on air matters and the purity of whose 
Aryan ancestry is open to doubt. But for all his bulk he is by 
no means easy-going. He can be ruthless towards pohdcal 
opponents. He might be a good fiimd to Britain. He could 
also be a relendess enemy. And if there were a European war 
to-morrow, he would be the most important and the most 
dangerous man in Germany. Already to the younger genera¬ 
tion of Germans he is a greater figure than Ludendorflf, 

Hindenburg, or any of the German commanders of the 
Great War. 


On my return to my hotel I found a message fi:om Prince 
Louis Ferdinand, the Kaiser’s grandson and the first Hohen:- 
zoUem to visit England after the war. We were old fiknds. 
Since 1928 I had been in intermittent correspondence with 
the Kaiser and had been three times to Doom to see him 
When he sent his grandson to London, I acted in sortie sort 
as the young Prince’s cicerone, and took him to visit the 
Duke of Windsor, who was then Prince of Wales. Sinrp 
then I had seen much of him. Tall, good-looking, and 
Byronic in appearance, he has travelled widely. For some 
years he hved in the United States, working as a mprhanir 
in the Ford &ctory in Detroit. He knows Amoican life 
thoroughly, and has met most of the leading Americans from 
Henry Ford to Franklin Roosevelt. He has absorbed much 
of the mental oudook of the New World. Some of his best 


American fiimds are among the workmen of the Ford fec- 
tory. He still corresponds with them- His fluent English is 
generously larded with American idioms. 
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ii the sense that he is a “good mixer”, talks half-a-dozen 
languages, does not care whether he sleeps in a shack or a 
palace, and accepts a man at his face, and not his Debrett, 
value. Prince Louis is an internationalist. He is now an em¬ 
ployee of the German Luft-Hansa in Berlin, takes his duties 
seriously, and is at his happiest when his firm sends him 
abroad as a commercial ambassador to push German air 
products in foreign countries. He has done his mihtary 
service as an airman and is fully qualified as a mili tary pilot. 
There is, however, nothing mihtary about liis appearance. 
He looks more like an aristocratic poet than a platoon com¬ 
mander. Since his elder brother’s marriage, which was not 
approved by the Kaiser, he is in the direct line to the tlirone 
and is the hope of the German Monarchists. He would make 
a very modem Kaiser, for he is essentially a child of the 
modem age. His toys are the toys of mech^cal invention. 

If he does not lack ignity, he Im httle use for frills or stiff 
shin-fionts. 


His message to me was an inviution to lunch at CecUicn- 
hof^ the Potsdam home of his mother, the Crown Princess. 
He wanted me to meet his bride, the Grand Duchess Kyra, 
who as a daughter of the Grand Duke Cyril, the nearest 
living relative of the late Tsar of Russia, is almost as near a 
lost throne as Prince Louis Ferdinand himself. I met him and 
his bride the next morning at the old Hohenzollem house 
in Unter den Linden, and all three of us drove down to Pots¬ 
dam in a high-powered open car. As the Grand Duchess 
Kyra, Russian in everything, was late, we had to make 
The Avus, Berlin s Great ^^est Road—incidentally 
built long before the Fuehrer’s advent to power—was in 
splendid order, but Prince Louis Ferdinand’s eighty miles an 

horn was too much for me, and I ended the journey hadess 
and breathless. 


pdhenhof, which stands close to die romantic Virgins’ 
L^^ h a rambling building, constructed liaphazard, but full 
of the homely atmosphere of an English country house. The 

Y 
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Crown Princess Cecilie, half-Russian by birth, genrip. in 
manner, and generous in her tolerance, is, I imagine., mainly 
responsible for this pleasant atmosphere. Her larg^ femily 
worship her. She has brought them up admirably, and her 
daughter, the young Princess Cecilie, is die most attracdve 
princess in Europe. 

There was nothing ornate in the internal decoration of the 
rooms, no collection of medals and snuff-boxes, no gallery 
of i&mily photographs. The only trappings of royalty that I 
saw was a large new portrait of die Crown Prince staring at 
me very vividlyffom an easel in the main sitdng-room. Ithad 
to do duty for his presence, h>r, sdll strenuous at fifty-six, 
this energedc sportsman was away playing golf. 

Luncheon was a famil y meaL The only oth^ guest be¬ 
sides myself was a pre-war German diplomatist. The con- 
versadon, conducted in a mixture of German and English, 
never went below the surface of things. I could feel that, as 
Germans, these fbncdonless royalties were proud that Ger¬ 
many had regained her place among the greatest nations of 
the worlcL But I did not know, nor could I ask, what they 
thought of the new r^h^e. 1 had met royal exiles living in 
foreign countries. They, at least, could speak fiedy. But 
these were exiles in their own country, and the joy of living 
at home was tempered by the necessity of an unceasm^ 

vigilance over all their utterances. 

On my way back to Berlin I had a fleeting glimpse of 
Potsdam. In my student days in Berlin it had been the chief 
scene of my Sunday outings. I liked the pomp and ciscntn- 
stance of rhp place, the white uniforms and black horses of 
the Kaiser’s bodyguard, and the music of die Pomeranian 
Grenadiers. It amused me to visualise Voltaire in Sans- 


Souci. 


Now die place seemed deserted and in need of a new coat 
of paint. Outwardly it has changed less than any other town 
in Germany. But the Kaiser has gone, and v^ him have 
disappeared the bright uniforms and the glittaing swords. 
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I was not the only visitor to Potsdam on that day. fhe 
Fifteenth Viennese Infantry Regiment, into whom I always 
seemed to be running, was also here, standing at die vault of 
the grave of Frederick the Great in the famous Garrison 
Church, As long as the Fuehrer Uves, there will, I think, be 
no other Kaiser in Germany. But if the hving generations of 
the Hohenzollems are kept rigorously in the background, 
the names of the great German royalties of the past are still 
honoured, and to every Nazi Frederick die Great, who by 
seizing Silesia made die greatest rape in history, is the chief 
national hero after Hider. 

On the next day Prince Louis Ferdinand and his bride 
came to luncheon with me in Berlin. It was an amusing meal 
enlivened by a frank discussion on marriage. Both the young 
penons were modernists, knowing the pitfaUs of married 
life, excited yet pretending to be bored by the details of a 
wedding which, owing to the difference in their religions, 
required three separate marriage services, but chiefly inter¬ 
ested in their honeymoon and whether they would receive 
the Kaiser’s permission to make the world tour which they 
had planned. The affairs of the Hohcnzollcm family arc still 
managed on a patriarchal basis. Not only the Kaiser’s sons, 
but his grandchildren receive their allowance direct from 
him, and receipt of the patriarchal favour depends on sub¬ 
missive obedience to the patriarchal fountain-head. 

Mindful of my recent experiences in Yugoslavia, I told 
Prince Louis Ferdinand that if I were a young man I should 
choose a wife from the new generation of Russian emigres. 
They had seen the underside of life. Hardship had taught 
them how to work, and had knocked the social nonsense out 
of them. The Grand Duchess seemed pleased. She struck me 
as a vivacious, attractive young woman, plentifully endowed 
with intelligence, commonsense and her proper share of 
Russian charm. Although men with artistic temperaments 
are, more often than not, difficult husbands, I thought that 
she would make Prince Louis an excellent wife. There is a 
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remote posability of their marriage affecting the coarse of 
European history at some futnre date. It represents the closest 

union between the HohenzoUem and Romanoff femihes in 

our times. Neither family has been too well treated in 
Sritain. Neither is likely to forget entirely the disappoint¬ 
ments and humiliations of dethroned monarchy. 

My meeting with Prince Louis ftrdinand was merely a 
pleasant interlude in my busy round, and, naturally, I was 
more concerned with Germans who were nearer to the poli- 
ti^ heart of thin^. Admitt^y, most of my old German 
friends were definitely anti-Nazi or, at best, lukewarm in 
their support of the new regime. The anti-Nazis, and drey 
are still numerous, five in constant dread of Gestapo visits 
tions. Although outwardly Berlin is orderly and quiet, the 
atmosphere is not wholly unlike that of Moscow. The secret 
police go ever^here. Telephones of suspects, of those 
whom the Nazis say have guilty consciences, are tapped. 
What my anti-Nazi fidends complained of most was the 
denunciations of irmocent people and the private vendettas 
carried out by Gestapo agents. 

I found my and-Nazi friends depressed and depressing. 
There were few who were not convinced that die Fuehro’ 
was suffering from dementia. They warned me against the 
dangers of a European war, which they said was inevitable. 
They told me that there was no limit to Herr Hitler’s ambi- 
dons and that, even if there were a limi t, the movement he 
had launched could not now be stopped. The marhine was 
running away with the “Fuehrer”, which is die G erman 
word for chauffeur. His feiDowers could not be contoit with 
any peaceful soludon of the Germanr-Bohemian quesdon. Al¬ 
ready they were writing and talking of Pr^ne as a German 
dty, architecturally too beaudfiil to be left in the control of 
“Schweinehunde” like the Czechs. 

I heard man y other stories from these sources: tales (ff dis¬ 
appearances and of brutal maltreatment in die conoentcadon 
camps. My infermants were not Jews. What was di£Bcalt 
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was to discover how large a section of the community these 
measores affected, and this neither I nor anyone else could 
check with any certainty. 

What I call my lukewarm Nazi friends were in anotlicr 
category. Most of them belonged to the civil service or the 
army. Many were still in the service of their country. Nearly 
all were nominal supponers of the regime, although few or 
none had actually joined the Nazi party. Their conversation 
wras guarded. They certainly did not w^ant a European war, 
although I could see that they w’ere afraid that it might come. 
Nor did they approve of the Pnielirer’s diplomatic methods. 
Like several ItalLn diplomatists that I have met in recent 
years, they regretted the fact that in the totahtarian states the 
reins of diplomacy were in the hands of men who had never 
travelled and who had no personal knowledge of foreign 
countries. At the same time they showed some admiration 
for Herr Hider personally. Most of them drew a marked 
line betw'een the Fuehrer and the rank and file of his party. 
This was especially true in the case of an army officer friend, 
who was grateful to Herr Hider for what he had done to 
restore the presage of the German officer and of the German 
soldier. There were few wffio did not support the Fuehrer’s 
demands for colonies. There were fewer still who did not 
blame Franco-British pohey for the part that it had played in 
faediudng the overthrow of the Repubhe. As Germans, all 
of them were proud of Germany’s new strength. 

On some of them the annexation of Austria had had an 


intoxicating effect. There was one old friend who w as as 
delighted as a child with a new toy. He was a South German 
and an anti-Prussian. Out of the annexation he had w^oven 
a new dream of a Greater Germany, which w'ould be a per¬ 
manent check to Prussian domination, and in which Herr 
Hider, an Ausaian, would rule his Reich from Munich. 
This was romanticism run mad. Yet no Englishman will 
ever understand Germans until he realises that, in spite of 
their thoroughness, their immense theoretical knowledge, 
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md their passion for compiling dictionaries, every flprniM 
bom into this world has in his bones die marrow of an in¬ 
curable romanticism. This dream of an Austrian-mled Reidi 
might be absurd. But was it mote absurd than die 
enth^asm of the Fuehrer, a litde dark man of Alpine stock, 
for the tall, blue-eyed, doHchocephalic Teuton blond? 

N^onalism, like revolutions, has a habit of devo uring its 
chilien. I remember some years ago receivmg a visit in 
London from M. Chenkeli, a Georgian compatriot of Stalin 
and a mild Menshevik whom I had met in Russia during the 
Kerensky regime. He was then in exile, and was bittedy op¬ 
posed to the Bolsheviks. Hfc came to consult me about the 
possibihty of obtaining financial aid for the supporters of 
Georgian independence. I told him that I considered his 
mission to be futile. I suggested to him that he should ap¬ 
proach some of the rich Russian AnigrAt in P aris. 

“I have been to them already,” he said. 

“Well, what did they say to you?” I asked. 

He smiled. “They said to me: ‘What! You come here to 
ask us for money to help you to drive the Russians out of 
Georgia! We want all the money and means we can raise in 
order to drive the Georgians out of Moscow!’” 

One day perhaps a frnatical Prussian Nordic would arisp 
who would demand the expulsion of the Austrians from 
Germany! 

I was perplexed by the conversation of my Berlin friends. 
They them^ves seemed lost in a situation which had re¬ 
duced them to minor cogs in an all-powerful machine. They 
were good Germans. They would stand by Germany ^lat- 
cver happened. Yet they looked to Britain to maintain the 
peace of Burope. They frvoured an Anglo-German nn^- 
standing, but diey wanted Britain to be strong in order that 
a check might be pot on dangerous ambitimis and the nsks 
of war minimised. 

Although diese conversations, neady always accompanied 
by generous German hospitality, filled most of my days and 
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nights, there is something in the climate of Berlin which en¬ 
ables one to do with very Htde sleep. Frequently on my way 
home from a dinner-party I would go off on a long walk by 

TTIVSclfl 

How wdl I remembered the old Berlin by night. Then 
vice had flaunted itself unashamed. How often had I done 
the round of the Nachtlokals, more commercial in their 
rapacity than those of Paris, more viciously sordid than the 
lowest haunts of Belgrade and Bucharest. In the Friedrich- 
strasse painted youths carrying cigarette cases in tlicir left 
hand had accosted me with unchecked effrontery. Carmine- 
lipped daughters of joy had plied their trade openly by night 
and day. Houses of assignation were numerous. There had 
been other “dives”, more difficult to enter, where all the 
women were dressed as men; others again where apologies 
for men masqueraded in women’s clothes. 

Now the pavements were almost deserted. Passers-by 
were few. There were no street-walken. Such women as 
there were walked with male companions. Others hurried 
home with confident strides. The lazy, leering procession of 
lascivious pleasure-seekers was a thing of tlic past. Doubtless, 
in a dty of Berlin’s size vice still existed. But it had gone 
underground, Berlin by night had been cleaned. 

Tliis much might be set to the Fuehrer’s credit. This, and 
the provision of work for the whole German population! 
Until six years ago it was almost impossible to walk a hun¬ 
dred yards along a main thoroughfare of any German city 
without being plagued by suppliants requesting alms. Dur- 
ing my present visit I did not sec an idle man in Berlin. No 
beggar accosted me. It is true that most of the young men 
were conscripts either of the armed forces or of the Labour 
battahons. But the demoralisation of unemployment had 
beai banished, and the physical benefits to the whole nation 
were manifest to anyone who cared to sec. In Berlin I saw no 
hollow-chested youths standing, cigarette in mouth, at the 
comen of the streets. 
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As for the German women, they, too. had changed. 

Under the post-war Republic there had been unS^ot 

contr^ts l^tween poverty and wealth. The rich woiW had 

been flamboyant, expensively dressed, and magnificendy 

niade-up. They had puUed many strings behindAnurtain 

ot the ^hncal puppet-stage. Now the contrasts had dis- 

apj^cd or, at any rate, had been narrowed. If you saw lip- 

stick or rouge, it was on the £ace of some foreigner, the w& 

or daughte of some member of the diplomatic coros. In one 

respm ^ Gem^ women were now alike. They took part 

in toe StrmgA dirough Joy” movement. They paraded 

toeir muscular limbs on the great stadia of Germany They 

w^ not unattractive, but they looked hard-hard in 6ce 
and hard in physique. 

There was an earnestness about them which was new to 
me. Again, it was not confined to one section of the com- 
mumty. It was as evident in the Be rlin society woman as it 
in the most rabid Naa woman worker. The contrast 
with the London society women of 1938 was startling. In 
London d^utantes were dandng “The Big Apple”, “Ihe 
Palais Glide” and Ae “Lambeth Walk”, and a rich Aimrican 
hostess was arranging dancing lessons for die middlo-aged at 
her house so that the dowagers might not criticise. In the 
Bond Street photographers* shops you saw photographs of 
pretty gfi-ls in Court dresses and of good-look^ young men. 
The windows of the big photographers in Unter den Tindm 
were filled with huge portraits of the Nazi leaders. In London 
man was a supplier at woman’s feet. The Berlin woman 
stood behind, and waited on man. She played a secondary 
part. Her place in the body politic of the nation had been 
relegated to the kitchen and the marriage-bed. 

In his attitude towards woman’s function in die natinnal 
life the Fuehrer obviously shared Napoleon’s views as ex¬ 
pressed in the Bmperor’s hmom answer to Madame de 
Scael’s question: “^^om do you regard as die first am<mg 
women?” 
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“The one who has the most children.” 

Perhaps the motive of both men was the same. It was the 
constant complaint of the Naas that Germany needed open 
spaces for her vast population. When I was in Berlin, the 
most popular book among a nation that has ceased to read 
hterature was a work called People without Room. Its sale had 
already run into hundreds of thousands of copies. Yet, with¬ 
out the requisite open spaces, the Fuehrer was striving liis 
utmost to popularise the increase of children. By the mag¬ 
netic combination of his own persuasive oratory and of 
lil^d marriage premiums he was now able to boast that 

within five years he had raised the birth-rate of Germany by 
over 300,000. 

It was stupendously impressive and stupendously disturb- 

A Freudian, I think, could write an interesting analysis 

of the importance of sex in the development of the Nazi 

movement, not in the narrow sense in which the layman 

imderstands sex, but in the broader aspect of the influence of 

the general relationship between men and women on the 
character of a nation. 


My own view is that the war psychosis in Germany is 

dosely connected with the relationship of the sexes and vdth 

the position of woman in the state. There is some hope of 

prevmting wars if you make woman the companion and 

m^ect^ equal of man. War becomes inevitable when you 

^uce the status of woman to that of a brood-mare. Apart 

from what may be a deliberate desire to produce cannon- 

fodder, this relegation is nothing less than a return to the 

pr^tive stote m wfiich the main functions of man are those 
ot the wamor and the lover. 

There is, I a^t, one flaw in this argument. Not all 

the warrior-lover is stiU 

the most attractive of all males. 



CHAPTER NINE 


OF MAOT conversations which I had with n^rmanc in 
Berlin I think that the most interesting was my talk with 
Karl Silex. It was, at any rate, the frankest. 

Silex had been a navd officer in the war. After the Atinis- 

ria and the suppression of the German Navy he had found 
himself penmless and without a job. With typical German 

set hunself to earn his living in whatever 
manner he could. One day a friend asked him to write a 
Stock Exchange article for a Berlin newspaper. Hie article 
was good enough to gain for him a post as a finanrial re- 

porter. From these small beginnings he became a first-dass 
journalist. 

I had known him in London where fi>r several years he 
was the correspondent of a German newspaper. He was a 
man of culture, a shrewd observer, and, I thinks a sincere 
admirer of Britain. He had written an excellent book on die 
English. To-day, he is the editor-in-chief of the Deutsche 
Allgemettie Zettung and the most widdy-read puhlidst in 
Nazi Germany. 

I went to see him at his flat and friund him surroundf 
newspapers and smoking a pipe in bed. He had broken 
in a ski-ing accident and was conducting his paper by 
phone from his couch. He was as friendly and as charming 
as ever. He wore no swastika on his pyjama jacket. Indeed , 
I beheve that he has never joined the Nazi Party. But he had 
changed since his London days. To him, as to Herr von 
Reinbaben, Germany and Nazi-ism were now idoiticaL 

We discussed every aspect of the European situation, and, 
first and foreniost, the question of Anglo-German relations. 
He told me that the Fuehrer was a pacifist in the sense that he 
understood, better than most people, the dang^ and folly of 
a European war. He said that from the first Herr Hida had 
always desired an amicable understanding with Britain. 

33 » 
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Germany still sought this understanding, but between equal 
nations there must be equality of treatment. 

The Nazis were fully prepared to recognise Britain as the 
chief naval Power and, therefore, as the leading Overseas 
Power. 

Germany was the leading Continental Power, Her legiti¬ 
mate interests on the Continent would have to be recognised 
by Britain. 

He told me firankly that German feeling towards Britain 
was not as fiiendly as it had been. Germans had three griev¬ 
ances against the British. Every time Germany took a step 
in defence of her legitimate interests she found her padi 
blocked by Britain. 

All Germans, irrespective of their political views, disliked 
the mama of certain British ministers for delivering moral 
lectures to other countries. Germany did not interfere in the 
internal afiain of Britain. She had a 
British should not interfere in hers. 

Above all, Germans were disgusted by the anti-German 
campaign conducted by a large section of the British Press, 

When I suggested tactfully that it might be difficult to 
come to an understanding owing to the German penchant 
for diplomatic surprises”, he met my implied criticism 
wth a counter-attack. Out came the Treaty of Versailles, the 
horrors of the immediate post-war years, the mockery of a 
Eeap^ of Nations from which Germany had at first been 
exduded, and the peroration: *‘Whcn we were weak, you 
held us down. What we have achieved, we have done solely 
by our own strength. To-day, there is a new situation—and 

a new Germany.” 

AlAough he did not say the actual words, his attitude 
implied; if you don’t like it, you must lump it.” 

Apn I sugp^ that Germany’s legitimate interests 
mght dash with the legitimate interest of odier countries. 

I mentioned Czechoslovakia. I told him that I had just come 
trom that country and that I had hved there for years. I said 


right to expea diat the 



340 GUNS OR BUTTER 

that I considered it one of the most progressive and be^- 
govemed countries in Enrope. 

He smiled rather pityii^ly. It was, he said, 
that three-and-^uarter millions of Germans should be 
treated as a subject race, and that was how the Czechs had 
t^ted them since the first days of the new Republic. The 
situation would have to be remedied. He was confident 
the remedy would not involve a European war. 

My argument that the British Press was free was met with 
another smile. This ti me it was a knowing smile which 
seemed to imply: “Come now, Lockhart, you can’t pull rhar 
particular piece of wool over my eyes.” He countoed the 
argument with a question and an assertion. “Which do you 
think is preferable: a Press that is controlled to the extent 
that it may publish only verified news or a Press that is 
allowed to publish dehberate untruths? With a few ex¬ 
ceptions no British editor has as fiee a hand as the pditnr of 
a German newspaper.” 

I did not argue the point further. I might have pointed out 
that the German Press, which was so sensitive to critiriCTn of 
Germany, attacked other nations like Czechosloi^lda in a 
language unparalleled in die history of journalism. But I was 
here to gather information, not to engage in polemics. I went 
on with my questions. “What about the Jews?” 

On this subject Herr Silex was not so communicative. 1 
should like to think that he is not a violent anti-Semite, fiv 
he is a kind and pleasant man. Neverdieless, he did not criti¬ 
cise the official attitude. German Jews, he said, were Ger¬ 
many’s concern. We British did not undostand them. We 
had no Jewish question in die sense that Germany had. When 
we had a Jewish problem, our own attitude would be 
difierent. 

I left Karl Sdex widi a nostalgic feeling of r^;iet. I had 
liked him in the past. I still liked him. But since 1933 we had 
travelled in opposite directions. 

I found, neverdieless, that the sentiments whidi he lad 
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expressed quite dispassionately were shared in accentuated 
form by every supporter of the Nazi regime that I met. 
Germany wanted peace, but she wanted it on her own terms. 
And the experience of the post-war period had uught her 
to believe that her new armed strength was her best diplo¬ 
matic weapon. There are few Germans under forty who do 
not accept the Fuehrer’s axiom: “all the wisdom of this earth 
is as nothing unless served, covered and protected by force.” 

In Berlin the signs offeree wxre manifest everywhere. In 
my hotel I was awakened every morning at six by the sound 
of fife and drum, by the tramp of marchhig feet, and by the 
whirr of flying aeroplanes. Above all, by the aeroplanes. A 
few months before my arrival in Berlni, America’s most 
famous airman had visited the German capital. He had been 
shown something of Germany’s air strength, for General 
Goering is proud of his achievement. On lus return the 
American told his impressions to an Enghsh fiicnd of mine 
in the one sentence: 

“If I were an Englishman, I should feel uneasy.” 

Americans may feel safe, but every European who knows 
the new Germany cannot be wholly fi:ec fi-om apprehension. 

The attitude of the average German Nazi towards the 
Czechs was even firmer and more uncompromising than 
that of Herr Silex. It was not confined to a sense of injustice. 
Most impartial observen would admit, I think, that the large 
German minority in Czechoslovakia has suffered some in- 
.pistice, even if the German grievances have been artificially 
fomented. But in Berlin the German attitude had its roots in 
that racial superiority which the British claim or used to 
daini for thcmselv« in Eastern countries and on which tlic 
foundations of their colonial empire were built. In pre-war 
cbys I was old enough to remember the anger caused among 
« by Prince Buelow’s official reference to them as 

prolific rabbits who were a nuisance to Prussian land¬ 
owners. In thOT abusive references to the Czechs the Nazis 
oescended to a lower scale in the animal world. 
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As for the Jewish question no Nazi and few Gennam 
except the violent anti-Nazis were sane on the subject. Their 
hate of the Jews was like a rabies that had infected a whole 
nation. Yet, if there is to be appeasement in Europe and 
some measure of understanding with Germany, the German 
attitude towards Jewry cannot be ignored. Hate is always 
unreasonable, but it is rarely groundless, even if the grounds 
themselves are mean and despicable. 

Most Nazis, when they can be persuaded to refrain from 
abuse, give the same excuse for the violaice of the anti- 
Semitic campaign in Germany. The Jews, they say, are 
parasites. Their genius is improductive. Tliey batten on and 
exploit the poorer German majority. Their parasitical quali¬ 
ties were always detrimental, but, owing to the weakness of 
the Socialist administration, they became disastrous to the 
state during the difficult post-war years. At a time when the 
mark was tumbling the financial cunning of the Jevre enabled 
them to prosper while Germans were being ruined. They 
used their prosperity to extend their grip on the public ser¬ 
vices, the hberd professions, and the Press, until their repre¬ 
sentation far exceeded their proper proportion. 

There is nothing new in this theory. Although it is un¬ 
sound economically and only true to the extent that the 
Jews are more intelligent, work harder, and drink less than 
many Aryans, it is the chief basis of anti-Semitism in most 
coimtries. For the movement is not, and never has been, con¬ 
fined to Germany. I can still remember the unreasonii^ 
fury of the anti-Semitic outburst in France during the long 
years of the Dreyfus case, when anti-Semitic famihes wait 
to church and left ostentatiously before the sermon because 
the priest or minister was pro-Dreyfus. In pre-war Russia I 
have seen dissolute hooligans beat up Jews while the police 
looked on and smiled. Since the war I have met Hungarians 
and Poles who could not speak two sentences without ci^ 
ing a Jew, and in more recent times I have heard a Ru mania n 
minister discuss with dispassionate cal m die necessity of 
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introducing restrictive measures of a far-reaching nature 
against the Jews in Rumania. 

But the chief reason for the persecution of the Jews in 
Germany is never mentioned by any Nazi. Anti-Semitism 
is a deliberate part of Nazi policy fomented more for Nazi 
political purposes than because of any deep-rooted racial 
antipathy to the Jews. 

Every revolutionary party, and the Nazis are essentially a 
revolutionary party, uses hate as its chief instrument for 
acquiring support. In Russia the Bolshevik minority stirred 
mass hatred of the war into a tidal wave, and on that wave 
they rode to supreme power. In Germany the Nazis had an 
even easier task. Where poverty and unemployment arc 
widespread, hatred is easily roused. It was not enough for the 
Nazis to lay the whole blame on the AUies. All German par¬ 
ties did this. In order to win votes and gain supporten, the 
Nazis had to find an object of hatred nearer home. The Jews 
were ready to hand. Under the Republic some of die riclacr 
Jews, at any rate, had made an ostentatious display of their 
wealth. It was easy to persuade the German people that their 
economic sufferings were caused by parasites who had 
^ttened on the poverty of others and ruined the good Ger¬ 
man currency. As far back as 1924, hatred of the Jews be¬ 
came a foremost plank in the Nazi programme. It has 
remained there ever since. 

There is, I think, another reason for Nazi anti-Semitism, 
and this is connected with Russia. Although most British 
people regard Germany’s mistrust of Russia as a sham mis¬ 
trust and as a convenient cloak for re-armament and sinister 
ambitions, I believe that this view is based on false premises. 
Just as the smaller Slav nations fear German aggression, so, 
too, Germany has a genuine dread of the greater Slav danger 
to herself. This dread is pardy racial. To every German the 
Central European problem presents itself as a struggle be¬ 
tween Slav and Teuton. But the German dread of Russia is 
also actuated by the fear of Communism. Like every country 
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which has had die Communist texror on its dftfti^t ipp^ Qf r- 
many is violendy and rabidly anti-Commanist. In C-hma t«>. 
day the Chinese make a dkdnction between white races, 
yellow races, and Russians. The German Nazi does not 
recognise a Bolshevik as a human being. 

I have met no German Nazi to whom Bolshevism is not 
s^onymous with Jewry. It is useless to explain to him that 
the whole ideology of Bolshevism is Russian and not Je wish . 
He will not listen to you. His attitude is governed by a ma^iy 
of inconsistencies, like his Fascist colleagues in Italy, he has 
borrowed much from the administrative methods of Soviet 
Russia, The Hitler Youth is modelled on the Communist 
Youth of Stalin who first taught children to arm. The Bedin 
G«tapo is a replica of the Moscow Ogpu. But the Nazi 
will tell you in one breath that he is anti-Jewish because the 
Jew is a parasite and a profiteer. In the next he is away off on 
the charge of Socialism and Bolshevism which to hjm are 
almost synonymous terms. It is waste of time to point out 
to him that his attitude is wholly inconsistent or that the vast 
n^ority of Jews are neither profited nor Communists, hi 
his eyes the Jew is guilty both ways. Was Karl Marx not a 
Jew? he asks you. He quotes the names of other Jewish writers 
on Socialism. Triumphandy he tells you that aU the Socialist 
literature of the Brid^ Labour Party is written by Jews. 

I have always admired the logic and reasoning power of 
the Jews. It is possible that in politics their logic has done 
them harm. I am a cynic about politics, which throughout 
the ages provide litde more dian a depressing record of pas¬ 
sions and pendulums, hi Germany the pendulum has not yet 
commenced to swii^ back, but passion is given a fiiee rein. 
During my stay in Berlin there was a momoitary lull in the 
more violent forms of cruelty against the unfortunate Jews. 
But if the voice of Streicher was temporarily hushed, it vns 
still possible to buy on every bookstall the most scucdlous 
and pornographic anti-Semitic literature. 

To-day, largely on account of Germany’s attitude, anti- 
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Semidsm lias become one of the gravest problems in the 
dviiised world. It is boiling under the surface in Poland, 
Rumania and Hungary. It is r aisin g its ugly head in coun¬ 
tries where it was previously unknown—^in Italy, even in 
Yugoslavia—^and the evidences of it are faindy discernible 
in Russia itself. It is being fomented by the clash of ideo¬ 
logies between the rival groups of Powers in Europe, and, 
unless its cessation is included as part of a general European 
appeasement, it is only too likely to spread before its fiiry 
exhausts itself. Incidentally, it would be interesting to know 
what Signor Mussolini has done with the medallion of Marx 
which in his Socialist days he always carried with him as a 
mascot and a charm. 

There is another aspect of Anglo-German relations. I did 
not discuss it with Herr Silex, but I found among most 
Nazis a widespread contempt for democracy’ and a behef 
that France and, in a lesser degree, Britain were decadent. 
When the new army r^ulations, allowing the British 
soldier to wear mufia and to stay out late of nights, were 
published, the German cartoonists made merry. One cartoon 
showed a British Tommy l)^g in bed, while a smartly 
dressed maid brings him his morning tea and says: “The 

sergeant-majors compliments. Sir, and what time would 
you like to go on para^?*’ 

On the other hmd, I cannot say that I found any marked 
unfiiendliness in the Nazi attitu^ tow'ards Great Britain. 
Certam sections of the British pubhc roused the full force of 
the Nazi ire. But the desire not to antagonise Great Britain 
to extemes was evident, and there w'as even a certain ad¬ 
miration for the experience and wisdom of the British type 
of statesman. If the days were gone for ever when German 
Misters used to come to the British Embassy in the 
Wilhehnstrasse in order to consult Lord D’Abemon before 
Aey twk a decision on any matter affecting foreign affairs 

Bnd^ diplomacy was still recognised as the one fkaor with 
which Germany had to reckoiL 

z 
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Lip-service, and perhaps more than lip-service, were paid 
to Mr, Chamberlain s efforts to promote European ap¬ 
peasement, and every word that he uttered on the German- 
Czech situation was read and studied in Berlin, with feelings 
either of reHef or of apprehension. Nazis might profess to 
sneer at, and to question the motives of, the British re¬ 
armament campai^, but they followed its development 
with 9n interest which was the clearest proof that the strength 

Britain entered more forcibly into Nazi calculations than 
the Nazis themselves pretended. 

My most entertaining experience in Berlin was a visit to 
the Sportpalast to hear Dr. Goebbels speak. It was five years 
since I had last listened to his fiery oratory, and I wanted to 
see what progress this httle demagogic wizard had made. 
His speech that evening marked Ae opening of the cam¬ 
paign for the plebiscite on Austria. Probably only Dr. 
Goebbels among Germans saw the inconsistency of the 
Fuehrer’s removing Herr Schuschnigg, because he had dared 
to advocate a plebiscite, and then holding a Hiderian 
plebiscite of his own. The litde doctor did not neglect this 
obvious weakness entirely. 

The democratic countries, he said, liked plebiscites. Well, 
Germany would give them one. 

To me and, indeed, to the vast audience the most interest¬ 
ing part of his speech was his review of German diplomacy 
before and after Hider, He began on a serious note. The 
tempo was slow. There was a withering contempt in his 
voice, as powerful as and more musical than, the Fuehrer’s. 
Under the Republic Germany was weak. She grovelled, but 
she received nothing. Then came the Fuehrer. He went into 
the Rhin eland—“and there was no war.” He went into 
Spain “and there was no war,” He went into Austria—“and 
there was no war.” Each refrain was accompanied by quick 
staccato jerks of the right arm somewhat in the manner of 
Maklakoflf, the great Russian orator of the former Duma, 
and with the last “and there was no war” the voice rose to 
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a shrill crescendo. The huge crowd, hypnotised by the ora¬ 
tory and delirious with delight, cheered itself hoarse. Dr. 
Goebbels permitted himself a smile. His face reminds me 
slightly of Borotra’s, and on the rostrum he exhibits some¬ 
thing of the same agdity as the “bounding Basque” displays 
on the tennis-court 

Then he went on with his speech. It was devoted to a 
comparison between Germany under Hider and Austria 
under Schuschnigg. Since 1933 Germany had raised the total 
number of persons employed from 11,500,000 to 19,000,000, 
the consumption of meat had increased by 4 kilogrammes 
per head of population, that of sugar by 5 kilogrammes, that 
of wheat flour by 11 kilogrammes. During the same period 
the consumption of meat in Austria had sunk by 44 per cent., 
that of sugar by 5 per cent., and that of wheat flour by 21 per 
cent. From 1933 to 1937 the births in Germany rose from 
970,000 to 1,276,000. In Austria they sank from 102,000 
to 85,000. In 1937 the birth-rate in Berlin was 14 per 

1000; in Vienna only 5.4 per looo, the lowest rate in the 
world. 

I could not know if the figures were correct, but, as a 
speech, it was an impressive performance. It confirmed an¬ 
other of the Fuehrer’s dicta: “the spoken word is the sole 
force ^pable of producing really great revolutions of senti¬ 
ment.” On the two occasions that I have heard Dr. Goebbels 
speak, I have felt myself back in Moscow in the early days of 
the Bolshevik revolution. Lenin would have found a job for 

him, for the power of swaying the masses is in the litde 
German’s blood. 

He is also the greatest master of propaganda that the world 
h^ ever seen. In this respect his power is almost limidess, and 
his influence is not coined to his own country. You find 
it popping up in nearly every foreigA capital in the form of 
broadcasts and of articles on the mJ-treatment of German 
minorities abroad, on the alleged myth of Czech democracy, 
and on any subject whose ventilation may be expected to 
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facilitate the hammer-blows of Hidoian diplomacy. Natnp- 
ally, however, his power is strongest in Gomany 
and to-day the German people are allowed to know of the 
outside world only as much as he thinks fit for th«r con¬ 
sumption. 

Here again Nazi-ism has learnt firom Bolshevism, al¬ 
though Dr. Goebbels has for outstripped his Moscow 
teachers. Perhaps the most unfortunate rharartpristiV of Naa 
Germans is their deepnrooted behef that Germany lost the 
last war through the inefficiency of her prop aganda They 

have made up their mind that she will not fail in this respect 
in a future war. 

% 

Dr. Goebbels is dangerous both in himsplf and in die high 
office which he bolds. He is more fiinariral rhan his Fuehrer. 
From the point of view of pure intellect he has a better brain 
than any of his Nazi colleagues. Yet he has many enpmiot. 
Even in his own Party he is more respected than liked, and 
more than one Nazi story beats wimess to his onpopn- 
kuity. 

The Nazis are in deadly earnest about big dungs. They ate 
grim enough about little things which make fi^tdgn visitors 
langL They see nothing comic in the decree which lays down 
the music to be played at Nazi marriage services: Beethoven’s 
Creation Hymn, Grieg’s Liebeslied, Handd’s Largo, which is 
the tune which Mr. Lloyd George wishes to be played at his 
funeral, the March firom Lohengrin, and Deutsddand Ueber 
Alles. Yet diey are not entirely lacking in humour. They have 
their own jokes. 

Britain and the United States have been flooded with 
and-Nazi stories. Most of them are invented to besmirch the 
Nazi achievement and to illustrate the cruelty of the Nazi 
leaders. But every Nazi story sheds lustre on the wisdom of 
the Fuehrer. 1 give here two examples of Naa stories which 
were popular during my last visit to Berlin. 

The first takes the fiirm of a riddle. What is the di&renoe 
between Martin Luther, Hider, Goebbels and Dr. Schacht? 
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The answer is: 

“Martin Luther said what he believed; 
hCtler believes what he says. 

Goebbcls does not believe what he says; 

Scliacht does not say what he believes.” 

The second story illustrates a talent which the Fuehrer 
shares with the late Vladimir Uyitch Lenin: namely, his 
ability to hold himself aloof from Party wrangles and to 
keep his team in order without fuss and without any out¬ 
ward show of discipline. Dr. Schacht is on the point of 
makin g one of liis periodical attempts to resign. He tries to 
see Herr Hitler, but the Fuehrer is an expert in keeping away 
from him people who may want to force his han d before he 
has made up his mind. After days of fruitless endeavour Dr. 
Schacht at last succeeds in button-holing his man. He begins 
to explain his grievances. But the Fuehrer cuts him short. 

“I am sorry”, he says, “but I am far too busy to be able to 
attend to these matten just now. Nevertheless, TU give you 
a piece of advice. On your way home take the tramway and 
before you get into the car look at it carefully and see what 
is written on the front and on the bacL” 

Dr. Schacht thinks that Herr Hitler is, indeed, mad but, 
impelled by an irresistible curiosity, he does what he has 
been told. He looks at the front of the car and reads the 
notice: “It is forbidden to speak to the Fuehrer (Driver).” 
At the back he finds another notice: “It is strongly forbidden 
to jump out of the car while it is moving.” 

Dr. Schacht takes the hint. He says no more about his 
resignation, and the story, told all over Germany, puts the 
Fuehrer’s stock still higher up. 

To what heights his popularity has soared I saw with my 
own eyes. One morning towards luncheon-time I found 
my way blocked by a huge crowd. The Viennese troops, 
now dressed in German uniforms, were leaving Berlin. As 
they passed the comer of the Wilhelmstrasse, the Fuehrer 
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came on to a balccmy to take the salute. The crowd became 


More than thirty years before, as a young student, I had 
stood in a si m i lar crowd to watch the Kaiser and the King o£ 
Spain, accompanied by a ^ttcring escort, ride down Unter 
den Linden. Then the uniforms had been bright^. But diere 
was no doubt in my mind whether Kaiser or Fuehrer was the 
greater hero to his people. The balance of exalted enthusiasm 
was cm the Fudirer s side. 

Herr Hitler may be like an erratic golfer in that his com¬ 
mand of the unexpected is infinite. But he knows how to 
handle Germans, and to every class of German, and especi¬ 
ally to German youth, he is as infaUible as is dw Pope to 
Cathohes. The behef finds public exp ression in numerous 
catchwords such as “Hitler weather’*, “Hitler lode”, and 
"Hitler instinct”. The association of good weadier and good 
luck with the disTnity of die Fuehrer are merely further 
evidence of German romanticism. The belief in die Hitlerian 
instina has a more solid foundation. Hitherto, it has ^ved 
itself to be remarkably sound. It is perhaps not too mneh to 
say that on its condnued soundness depends the fbtuie peace 
of Europe. 



CHAPTER TEN 


IT IS A common-place that Nazi-ism is a youth movement. 
Its appeal is addressed to youth. It relies mainly on youth for 
its support. To judge C^rmany, therefore, without some 
persond knowledge of the young generation is equivalent 
to assessing the value of an army solely by its senior officers. 

It is not easy for middle-age to penetrate the mind of 
youth. As fer as mere external observation goes, my impres¬ 
sion is that the young men and women in the new Germany 
are happy in min d and body and healthy in their outlook on 
hfe. They may be bewitched by Nazi doctrine. Certainly 
their hero-wnrship of the Fuehrer is almost fanatical. They 
may regard service in a labour camp as a nuisance, but they 
accept it willingly. They may ignore the atmosphere of re¬ 
pression which seemed to envelope me wherever I went. 
But they do not talk of war. Like the young Bolsheviks, they 
never question the wisdom of their leaders. Again like the 
young Bolsheviks, they behevc that, sooner or later, all 
foreign youth will follow their example. But in their normal 
intercourse they are frank and frienffiy, and on the field of 
play they are good sportsmen. 

I know that many British girls and boys who go to Ger¬ 
many are impressed by the healthy and friendly spirit of 
German youdi. Munich, the finishin g school of so many 
British society girls, has been a productive breeding-ground 
of British pro-Nazi-ism. My two nephews, both prominent 
athletes, spent two terms in Germany after leaving school. 
The German students, they told me, were remarkably good 
at field sports and gyimastics. They led healthy hves. They 

made a fetish of physical culture. But war, seldom if ever, 
entered into their conversation. 

My two nephews enjoyed their time in Germany. My 
own son did not. I sent him to the university town where 
one of my nephews had hved. He came back an anti-Nazi. 
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He was irritated by the attempts of the yoimg Nazi men to 

proselytise him. They had, he said, no ideas of their own. 

The only German that he found attractive and interes ring vnn 

tile widely-travelled head of the family with wS he 
stayed. 

These are two contradictory views of British youdis. 

As for as my own experiences are concerned, I was handi¬ 
capped to some extent by the fact diat I had been pardy 
educated in Germany and by my prejudices in &vour of the 
old system. But I had many opportunities of obsoving the 
wide deavage between youth and middle-age in Gennany. 
My fiiends in German diplomacy or in the German Govern¬ 
ment service could be dnrided into two ratrgnript Those 
who were under forty embraced the Nazi foith with enthu¬ 
siasm. The “over-forties” had not been able to reac^ust thpiV 
minds so rapidly. Aldiough they continoed to serve the state, 
md to serve it loyally, they made many secret teservadoos 
in their acceptance of the Nazi creed. 

Even more striking was the contrast betweai youth and 
age in the case of two German business friends, a ferfier and 
son, whom I had known intimately for many years. The 
fother was caudous in his cridcisms. There were certain fea¬ 
tures in the Nazi programme which won his whole-hearted 
approvaL He praised the restriedons on the muldple drops 
and the restoradon of the “litde man ” to economic indqrend- 
ence. But there were many things that he disliked and feared. 
He was a good German, but I should not consider him as 
more than a lukewarm supporter of die present r^h^e. 

The son, a fine, upstanding young man who spoke fluent 
English, was enchanted with die new Germany. It was hk 
Germany. Now that everything had been put right and 
everyone was happy, why didn’t I come more often? I must 
come in the summer and stay for a long dme. Restriedems 
and war-dangers? There were no restriedons. General Goer- 
ing had put down poaching. I should have fishing and dioot- 
ing such as 1 had never had before. As for the danger of 'mr. 
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it was unthinkable. Nobody in Germany wanted war. There 
were some silly Czechs wlio were making trouble, but the 
Fuelirer would deal with them in liis own time and in his 
own wisdom. But there would be no war. The Germans 


would not fight, and the Czechs couldn’t, 

He spoke in almost the same language as the tourist pro¬ 
paganda posters and advertisements of die German Informa¬ 
tion Bureau in London. *‘Do you want to renew your 
youth? Then come to Germany. You wnll find truth and 
fiiendship in personal contacts.” 

The willingness to be fnends, at least with foreign Aryan 
youth, was evident. In some respects it was a reassuring sign. 
But in the education of German youth there were certain 
features which I found profoundly disturbing. 

I had a long talk with a schoolmaster friend. He told me 
that in the schools and universities the standard of work had 
fallen. The minds of the boys and students were being dis¬ 
tracted by other activities. To-day, every schoolboy learnt 
to signal, to read a chart, and to dig a trench. The work suf¬ 
fered. And not only the work of the schoolboys and students. 
AV^ith the ch min ation of the Jewish and anti-Nazi professors 
and teachers the quahty of the teaching and research work 
had been greatly reduced. 

My acquaintance was, admittedly, no Nazi enthusiast. 
But the truth of his statements was confirmed by proofs 
furnished by the Nazis themselves. While I was in Berlin, I 
bought a collection of the new Nazi text-boob for schools 

and universities. The new histories threw a revealing hght on 
Nazi methods of education. 


Like all text-boob now used in the German schools, they 
^e written in accordance with the explicit instruction laid 
down m the handbook of the Reich and Prussian Ministry of 
Elation. They therefore conform to one standard pattern. 

Thc^tral date in Germany’s new historical life is the 
30th of Janua^, 1933 Everything that happened in Ger¬ 
many before that date leads up to Adolf Hitler. Everything 
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^ lias happened since 1933 is AiklfHitkr. 11^ 

is rejMesmt^ as a scrnggk of Ac Westem 
typified by Ae T^rin idea and the Ang^o-Saxon oonoepdon 
of civilisation, against Ae spirit of Potsdam and the Notdi- 
Gciman conception. The caoses of Ac war arc the endicle- 
ment poKcy of Ae Alhes and Ae ambidcms of Serbia, “who 
fixed greedy eyes <m Bosnia and Hciz^vina”. The Ger¬ 
man army, “alone against Ae worid**, is not in die 

fielA It is stabbed in the back by the Jews and Socialists in 
Ae rear. By order of Ac Ministry the hennsm of the fitmt- 
line solAer is to be tak^n as die foundation of the new 
national attitude. 

These are perhaps natural tendencies. In dieir history text¬ 
books all nations extol dieir victories and gloss over dieir 
^nres. 


It is the treatment of die Peace and the post-war period 
wfaiA makes one shudder and wonder wine Gem^y is 
going. The Treaty of Versailles is condemned, again quite 
understandably, as Ae greatest betrayal in history. Mach 
more serious is the spirit of hate and of rev^ which per- 
vades every p^e. The horrors of the Frendb occnpaticMi of 
the Ruhr are perpetuated and magnified. In one history fix: 
die junior cla^ die following sentence k printed in di^inc- 
tive leaded type: ‘The troops of the OcoqiatiQn withdrew. 
They left 600 black bastards bdiind them-Young Ger¬ 

man, remember the su&rings and the courage of your Rhine¬ 
land compatriots V* 

Nearly half of diis particalar text-book—and it is typical 
of die others—is devoted to die war and the post-war 
period. The lost toxitories, treated under vLe h eadin g of 
“People Widaout Room”, figure prominendy in the list. 
The chilAcn are taught to be strrag in order di^ these tenir 
tories may socHi be reco vered. **We must go back to our old 

slogan: ‘We will ride to Ac Easdani’East Prussia has room 

enoo^ it is ‘Rcx>m wiAoot People*.” 

Tn TQT4 ft was a sin for Serbians to sed: to fice their 
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countrymen in Bosnia and Herzegovina, To-day, it is the 
duty of every schoolmaster in Germany to instil into his 
charges the determination that not only the Sudeten Ger¬ 
mans, but every German community living abroad must be 
incorporated in the Reich. 

The glorification of racial superiority and of the armed 
might of National Socialism stands out on every page. The 
post-war period before Hitler is treated as Germany’s “years 
of shame”. Every German who has ever had a liberal idea is 
either neglected or vilified. Walther Rathenau, a patriot and 
one of the ablest Germans of his time, was murdered by the 
Nazis before they achieved power. He is honoured wnth a 
paragraph: 

“At that time (the eve of the Armistice) a certain Walther 
Rathenau, who also played a part in the hour of Germany’s 
fete, wrote the following shamefiil sentence: ‘The histor)’’ of 
the world would not have been worth \^Titing if the German 
Raiser had come riding in triumph into Berlin at the head of 
his victorious troops.’ Could a German ever write like that? 
It w'as the Jew Buathenau, who a few years later "was laid low 
by the avengers* bullets.” 

In accordance wth the ministerial instructions the period 
fi’om 1918 to 1932 to be described as the attempt to force 
Western European ideas on Germany. During this period 
Catholicism has to be featured as the ally of the Marxist and 
Capitalist Internationals and Jewry as striving to establish 
world domination in Germany and in Russia, Germany has 
to be shown on the verge of Bolshevism. Then salvation 
comes to her in the person of Adolf Hitler. A new' period 
opens with the apotheosis of the Fuehrer. 

The heroes of the new history are not the generals, but the 
young men. Some are worthy heroes like the airmen Richt¬ 
hofen and Immelmann, the submarine commander W^ed- 
dingen, and Leo Schlageter, the good-looking martyr of the 
Occupation period who was shot by the French for sabotage 
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Others, however, are of a more doabtfbl category. They 
include Horst Wessel, the composer of the song which ranks 
with Deutschland Ueber Alles as the Nazi national 
The son of a well-known Protestant preacher, he was a good^ 
looking blond, who, left poorly off at die end of the war, led 
for several years a handr-to-mouth and disreputable existence. 
He had a job as a taxi-driver. Sut mostly he was known as a 
frequenter of low night-haunts. His mistress was a girl talrpn 
off the streets of Berlin. Then he was converted to Nazt-^sm 
hy Dr. Goebbels. He tcxik over an S. A. troop and waged a 
semi-gangster war against the Communists. In the end the 
Reds ^t him . Eight of them entered his flat and shot him 
down in cold blood. Even Nazi supporters admit, although 
they dare not say so openly, that apart from his services to 
Nazi-ism Wessel was htde better than a degoierate. But his 
martyrdom has washed away all the stain of a doubtful past, 
and to-day he is enshrined as die Roug^ de lisle of Nazi 
Germany. 

Gone, too, are the old divisions of bourgeois who Icxiked 
to Geneva, and of proletarian who fixed his eyes on Mos¬ 
cow. To-day, Germany is taught to regard itself as a united 
nation, and the chief precept of every German history is 
“Ein Volk, Ein Reich, Ein Fuehrer”. 

Even more significant of the mental fodder which is now 
being offered to German youth under National Socialism is 
the literary fere provided by the bookshops. I spent two 
afternoons in compiling a list of die books which, to the 
exclusion of almost all others, filled the front windows of the 
leading bookshops and the station bookstalls. I appoid it with 
a few comments, I have omitted the numerous works on 
various aspects of the National Socialist movemoit. They arc, 
of course, available everywhere. 

The list is divided into three categories: (<i) ffistoiies and 
war memoirs, (6) monographs and technical studies of war, 
and (c) lxx>ks dealing widi the German communities abroad 
and with German land-hunger. 
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(fl). Clausewitz’s and Treitschke’s Histories. (These old 
friends are back in every window.) 

Lives of Frederick the Greats Aloltke, and Nelson. Jellicoe’s 
Memoirs and Mr. Duff Cooper’s Haig. (The German trans¬ 
lation of Haig has had a large sale. It is read not because of its 
literary merits, but because it shows to Ger mans how nearly 
they came to winning the world war.) 

Rofttan Heads. India's Security. Imperium Britatmicum. Brit¬ 
ain s Route to India. All-Islam: World Power of To-morrow. 
Japan in the World. Italy in the World (The interest in the weak 
points of the British Empire is significant.) Ernest Udet’s 
My Flying Life. 

(b) . Skagerack (The Battle of Jutland: 300,000 copies sold). 

Gibraltar. Suez. Tannenberg. The Hell of Gallipoli. Weather- 

Zones of World Policy. Politico-Economic Strategy. The German 

Soldier. Letters of the World-War. War Letters of Fallen Students. 

Technical Warfare. The War of the Future. War Without 
Pity. 

(c) . People Without Room. All Waters of Bohemia flow to¬ 
wards Germany. 

On the C^osts for Germany. Wiete Wants to Go to Africa. 
(This last is a popular book, whose object is to persuade 
young German women to go to the former German 
colonies. The blurb has stamp^ on it in large letters the 
words: "Ninety-Five Per CenL Get Married”.) 

These books, I repeat, were not taken fi’om the back 
shelves. According to dbeir display and to their sales, they 
were the most popular books in Serlin in the spring of 1938. 

And no one will deny that they breathe the spirit of the 
Nazi offi^ programme. Official Germany is dominated by 
war psychosis. While I was in Berlin, the Mexican Govern¬ 
ment expropriated the British and American oil properties 
m Me^co. The next day nearly all the Berlin newspapers 
earned a front-page article on “The Oil Trusts and War”. 

Nazis, therefore, can hardly blame foreigners if, as all for¬ 
eigners do, they ask themselves the question: How long can 
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a nation, tanght on these principles and fed on this mental 
fere, be held back? The Fnehrer is responsible for Gomany’s 
edncadon. Give a child a gun and he want to use it. 

And the nation was not only being taugjbt. It was being 
trained and equipped as quickly as Nazi ene^y and Nazi 
drive could supply the uniforms, the guns, and the aero¬ 
planes. When and where was this mad race going to end? In 
1931 sixty nations of the world spent approximately 
^800,000,000 on armaments. By 1936 the same sixty coun¬ 
tries were spending over ^(^2,000,000,000—an increase of 
150 per cent, in five years. Of these two billions Europe 
spent j(ji,750,000,000, or five-sixths of the world’s total ex¬ 
penditure. And of the ^1,750,000,000 Russia, Italy and 
Germany accounted for ^1,300,000,000, or neariy 75 per 
cent. 

These were the things which, in spite of all the padfic 
assurances given by the Nazi leaders, caused foreigners to be 
apprehensive, which indnced shrewd French observers to 
write home to their fidends: “tout va vers le conflit supreme 
entre le monde chrerien le nouvel Islam; il ne nous manque 
que Charles MarteL’’^ Was Nazwsm a new Islam? It was 
not only the French who feared that it was. Englishm en and 
Americans—^young diplomatists, young journalists, expCTi- 
enced business-men—came to live in Badm- They came with 
open minds, prepared to beheve the best and having already 
rejected as unworthy of credence the anti-Nazi stories pub¬ 
lished in th e ir own country. And what happened? After a 
few months they were disillusioned, suspicious, anxious. 

But I saw no sign of disiUusionment or anxiety on the fece 
of German Youth. It was true that it was almost shut off 
fiom contact with the outside worid. But was it as intolermt 
as its masters were? Was it not curious and inquisitive like 

the youth of all countries? 

>Everydiing is moving towards the snfneme c onflict between die 

Christian world and d»e new Islam; but we lack a CSiaifcs Marti 
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During the summer of 1938 I saw one example of Ger¬ 
man youtli accepting the evidence of its own eyes. A Nazi 
girl student came to stay with some fnends of mine in Scot¬ 
land. At first she was critical of all that she saw. Everything 
was better done in Germany than in Britain. The slums of 
Scotland made her shudder. Then her hosts took her to see 
the Glasgow Exhibition. By accident they almost brushed 
against the King and Queen, who were walking freely and 
unguarded among the people. The Nazi girl was amazed. 
In her own country she had been present at many Nazi 
manifestations, but she had never seen a Nazi leader who 
was not ringed by a bodyguard. She was impressed. Her 
conversation changed. She went back to Germany widi at 
any rate one new idea in her mind. 

I should like to think that there are many other young 

Germans like this Nazi girl who, when their vision has been 

broadened, will realise that there is somediing better to do 

with their lives than digging trenches and flying miliury 
aeroplanes. 


Only a few months ago I spent an evening with one of die 

mghest British officials in Palestine. He told me that die only 

hope of a peacefij solution of the Palestinian problem by in 

the Arab and Jewish youth. The young Jews, he said, were 

showing signs of breaking away fi^om their leaders. The 

yorag Arab were no longer so subservient to their imams. 

U the British could keep the administrative machine running 

tor a few more yean, the young Jews and the young Arabs 

would n^e ffieir own agreement and settle down together 
to the Cask or developing the country. 

On most foreign visiton German youth makes a favour¬ 
able impression, and I should like to believe that, with the 
p^e of toe, these heathy German girls and boys will see 
the foUy of international enmity, and the illogicah ty of per- 
^tmg the foreign mmority within their own territory'md 
(bmandmg btter treatment for the German minorities 
abroad, and that they will then extend to their nei»Kk«..„ 
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Czeca5 the same friendly hand which they now seem 
so -R-Liling to hold out to British youth. 

It is perhaps a Utopian dream. lUogicaht}- is not confined 

to Germarb. In Britain and in other countries there are re- 

araonanes who gloss over the cruelties of the Fascists and 

1 am, Liiere are Liberals and Socialists who shut their eves 

to tlie greater savageries of Moscow. Humanitarianism has 
Its parn- labels all over the world. 

particular, the future attitude of German voutli is diffi¬ 
cult to foretell. For propaganda is a new force'in the world, 
ind, js hen it h applied ruthlessly to the education of youth, 
ts ctteccs are incalculable. At present German vouth accepts 
mqucstioningly all the tenets of the Nazi faith: the iilogi- 
vahnes, the cruelties, die racial Hatred, the burden of mihtarv 

^d t. ;C claims on self-sacrifice, not onlv because it is 
told diat diese tilings are necessary, but mainly, I think, be¬ 
cause its mind lias been captured'and fettered, almost from 
die cradle, by die German educational machine. 



CHAPTER ELEVEN 

AS MY stay in Berlin drew near to its end, I beean to trv to 

Swmt^ ^ £liowe7the 

veiopment of the Nazi movement. I had striven con 
my”SL'fof “ If I >till retained 

a deep depression and a cautious optimism. ^'^een 

It was easy to appraise the eood oarK nf kt ■ 
g«mme. The achieiemen. waf theri^rfeli “ 

cement, in the national consdotnnett „?a SS 

Puritanism of il movem^rThTS'^* 

W«tem democracy. In France and^ BdSn rich 

pJd to puui. iS wt^rst;5f rr 

Nor did I find it difficult ^ TOhe^w ^ 
resentment of the Treaty of v ii German 

■taud Germany’s dislike of Ste 'fetl 


^6i 



362 


GUNS OR BUTTER 


curious combinatioii even to Western eyes, and to every 

German it looked suspidoosly like a repetition of the former 
encirclement policy. 

But there were other features of Nazi-ism which were 
more puzzling. To a fiiend of mine, who knows him per- 
ha^ better thm any foreigner, Herr Hitler had said: “No¬ 
thing will induce me to go to war, but nothing will 
me forego one jot of Germany’s legitimate interests.” 

What were Germany’s “legitimate interests”? Her trade 
with Central Europe and the Balkans was one interest. 
That was her l^jiti nia te sphere. Combined with Austria Ae 
took die preponderant share of the exports of these coun- 
tries; 47 cent, from Bulgaria, 41 per cent, from Hungary, 

36 per cent, from Yugoslavia, 33 per cent, from Greece, and 
27 per cent, from Rumania. It would be a folly as well as a 
crime for a combination of Powers to attempt to shut 
out from developing her trade with these countries. 

But was racial superiority a “legitimate interest”? Whai 
Germany insisted that we should recognise her as the Ipadtng 
Power on die Continent, did that mean that she was free to 
trample on “inferior” races? In Central Europe diere were 
states of free peoples like the Czechoslovaks, the Rumanians, 
and the Yugoslavs, who had made r emarkable progress 
since the war. These peoples wanted only peace in order to 
consolidate and extend the work of progress. Germany put 
guns before butter. And already she was talking in the Ian- 
guage of guns to Czechoslovakia, the one new country in 
Central Europe whose form of Government conformed 
most clc^y to the ideals of democratic liberty. Germany 
could do what she liked inside her own frontiers. But was the 
carrying of the Nazi crusade into other coimtries to be ac¬ 
cepted as a “legitimate interest”? 

There was another aspect to this pardcular quesdon. 
“Estimate interests” are, or have been hitherto, a prerc^a- 
tive of the strong. They have a habit of growing with in¬ 
creasing strength. Germany’s had not shrunk. They were 



LOCKHART 


363 


not likely to shrink in the future* Pan-Gennanisni was in the 
ascendant as never before in history, and Herr Hider was its 
god. What were the “legitimate interests” of a man who had 
openly proclaimed his hatred of “the modey collection of 
Gree^, Poles, Hungarians, Rumanians, Serbs and Croats” 
in Vienna and who declared that in defending himself 
against the Jews he was doing “the Lord’s work”? 

In 1938, the Fuehrer had declared to the world 

that within two years there would not be an unemployed 
m Austria. He would fulfil his boast. Then he might say: 
I have i^rformed this miracle, but I am being hampered in 
Its completion by impossible restrictions. I have to move 
go^ fi-om Carinthia to Hamburg. It is a crime that a great 
nation should be deprived of its natural oudet to the sea I 
must have a port on the Adriatic!” 

Would that be a “legitimate interest”? Another Great 

^wer similar to Germany in its form of government and in 

Its outlook, would have to answer that question. We might 

say that it was no concern of ours. But if trouble ensued who 
knew where it would stop? 

No honest man who asked himself these questions could 
help feeling apprehensive. His fean might be exaggerated. 
i5ut optunism put a strain on commonsense. 

During the past two years I had revisited more than a 
dozen Eurof^ countries. In aU but two I had found gov¬ 
ernments ^d peoples groaning under the burden of re-5m- 
amrat and hving m the dread of war. Most of them were 
small nations. Some represented the highest form of civilisa¬ 
tion m the modem world. All desired peace. 

In the two other countries war was glorified as an ideal 
nec^sary for race preservation. The civil power had abdi- 
^ted, and the administration was military in form if not in 

UrtTU C* 

a mass of conflicting 
nich expenenced men and women were in agreement. 
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In these comtria there were few ideologists in the saise that 
^ re^^ the ultimate form of Europe’s economic and 
^mtual life as a choice between Naa-ism and Bolshevism. 
They rehis^ to accept Nazi-ism as the champion of capital- 
^ or Bolshevism as the vanguard of a triumphant Socia^ 
i^They saw litde difference in the administrative methods 
ot the two systems. Paring both, they desired only to be left 
in peace to pursue their own saner course. 

The odiCT point—and here agreement was unanimons— 

concOTed the i^tenance of peace. In the smaller coua- 

toes I met no minister, no pubhc man, who did not believe 

^t the key to European peace was to ^ found in an Anglo- 

Gaman understanding, I met no man or woman who was 

not persuaded that, if war broke out anywhere in Europe, it 

would resolve itself into a final conflict between Britain and 
Germany. 

^^ugh diis view was highly uncomfortable, I agreed 
^th 1C Germany was in the heart of Europe. There could 
be no freedom from aimety in Western Europe so long as 
Germany remained outside the orbit of European co-opera* 


I had, however, no illusions about Ae difiBculty of achiev¬ 
ing an Anglo-German understanding. The obstacles were 
almc^ insurmountable. There vras a new Gennany which 
we did not understand or which dbe Germans said we did not 
understand, and its destinies were in Ae hanA of a man who 
had never been outside his ovra country. Ihe break vwA Ae 
past was almost complete. You could see Ae continuity from 
Shakespeare to, say. Lord Halifax. You could trace none 
from GoeAe to Hitler. 


As for Ac Bri Ah, it seemed to me that, in their artitnde to- 

warA Germany, most people were too violendy anti-Nazi 
or too blin Ay pro-Nazi. 

hduch as I admired his knowledge of Central European af- 
frirs, I could not agree wiA Mr. Wickham Steed, when he 
pot Ac proportion of Ge rman people who were in ^eady 
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passive resistance to the Nazi rule” at not less than sixty per 
cent. The statement was not verifiable. It was a httle like the 
father-to-the-thought wishes of the Russian ^migris, who for 
twenty years had steadily prophesied the collapse of Bol- 
she\Tsm within three months. 

Still less could I swallow Major Yeats-Brown’s assertion; 

the young Germans are not being mihtarised; indeed, the 
opposite is true.” 

Here, too, the wish seemed to me to blind the judgment. 

Nor could I find much comfort in the assurances of those 

distinguished British visitors who had had the privilege of 

meeting the Fuehrer socially in his mountain fastness. He 

was, they said, a man of peace. I hoped that it was true, 

although from that same mountain fasmess he had sprung 

one OT two surprises—surprises even to his own heutenants— 

which were far from peaceful. When I asked highly-placed 

Germans who knew the Fuehrer’s methods, they admitted 

that he was convinced that, provided Germany was strong 

enough, he could achieve all his aims piecemeal without 
war. • 

^CTe was yet another fallacy that was very popular with 

Bntish prcvNazis: The Germans were our blood-brothers. 

An Engli^.an understood a German. He would never 
understana a Frenchman. 

At the best ^ form of argument is only a half-truth. Per- 
wnally I adimt that I do not understand the French They 
have the temerity to prefer Corneille and Racine to Shake- 
sp^e. To the Germans Shakespeare has long been a German 
^d is ak^dy half-a-Nazi. I dislike French pohtics. I like in- 
ividi^ Germans. I would rather have a German than a 

companion on a fishing or shooting ex- 

B«whenIthinkoftheculturalhfeofthetwonations,my 

fe^ are qmte different. My mind goes back to Anjou^ 
whCTe I have^t the most peacefiil months of my post-w2 
hfe. I see the French peasant, thrifty, industrious, self-reliant. 
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He IS an mdmduaJist, prizing his personal liberty and his 
pmond equity above aU the other gife of life. He loves 
the soil and is prepared to defend it. But he hates war He 
visualises it^lely « an invasion of his country by a forefen 
a^esror. France is a nation of individualists trained in the 


avic Virtues 


virtues of dK German are the warrior virtues. From 
taught tlut his strength is in the mailed fist, and 
1 ^ the d«tmy of his race is to follow the path of die Niebo- 
lungs. He is content and even proud to be an obscure unit in 
a great coUective movement, and it is his passion for the 
co^rate which 1 ^ so many German sympathisers in 
Bn^ to the doubtful conclusion that the exaltation of 
mailed sttength in Germany is not dangerous “because 
Germans love playing at soldiers”. 

The Bn^ conception of life is closer to-day to the spirit 

of Anjou than to the spirit of Potsdam, and between Britii 

mentaUty and the mentaHty of Nazi Germany there is a eulf 
that will not be easily bridged. 

I shall never forget the inaugbral dinner of the Anglo 
German Fellowship in London on December 5, 1935, The 
Fellowship hzd hem formed in place of the former Anglo- 
Gcrman societies and clubs whose members were not in 
sympathy with Nazi-ism, Its main aim was to remove the 
misimdcrstodings between Britain and Nazi Germany. 
Membership therefore involved some sympathy with thig 
praiseworthy object, and several important Nazis, 

the Duke of Saxe-Coburg, made the journey from Berlin to 
London in order to attend the inaugural dinner 

In the chair was an ex-Minister of die Crown in the per¬ 
son of Lord Mount Temple, The goodwill was there. But 
the speeches were interminable, and long before the end 
everyone was irritated. While Herr von Tschammer und 
Osten, the ILeich Sport Leader, was reading a dreary speech, 
the waiters fried into the room. The procession svas head ed 
by two chefr bearing a magnifreent model in ice of an 
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Eng l i shm a n and a German shainng hands under the flags of 
the two countries. This was too much for Commander C. B. 
Fry, that umque British gemus who combines outstanding 
athletic prowess with a scholarship more brilliant than that 
of the late Lord Birkenhead and more profound than that of 
Sir John Simon. Although an admirer of Herr Hider, the 
gallant co mman der could not resist the temptation of an 

epigram. “Ah,” he said in an undertone louder than he in¬ 
tended, ‘T entente gladale.” 

The blood brotherhood had broken down. At pubhc 

dinners the flippant English are easily bored. The Germans 
are grimly serious. 

I do not deny the value of racial relationships. But the 
value can be eanly exaggerated. I do not beheve that the 
blood-brotherhood theory forms a good approach to Anglo- 
American foendship. Still less do I beheve that it constitutes 
the best basis for an Anglo-German understanding. 

There are, I think, only two British foundations on which 

this understanding can be built. They are strength and 
tolerance. 

We must be strong enough to make aggression by Ger- 
mmy impossible or tantamount to suicide. We cannot be 
wholly mdiflferent to the fate of Europe. If Europe is to be 
ruled by force, in the end we, too, shall have to bow to force. 

We must be tolerant enough to promote by a combina¬ 
tion of diplomatic action and finnness the economic and 
othCT readjustments necessary for the maintenance of peace 
and for the restoration of Germany’s confidence in the efl 5 - 
cacy of readjustm^t by negotiation. We must be tolerant to 

avoid alliances and ententes destined to create in the minds of 
hSe*^g°^ encircled by a 

Our tolerance mmt go fiirther. No man can spend, as I 
have spent, twenty-five years on the continent of Europe 
wAout realising the eWers to peace which come from 
violent nationalism. At the same time, in their impatience to 
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create a World State the post-war mtmmtioiialists arc fie- 
qumdy as wolent and as dmgeroos as the nationalists. Belli¬ 
cosity md brokCT pledges are not the prerogative of dic- 
^rships, and the history of democracies is rich in blood. 

We must leam to see the other fellow’s point of view and to 
cultivate moderarioiL 


l!i<l 


To give a concrete example of sweet reason, I may quote 
the commendable attitude of Mr. Oliver StanW who in 
advocatmg tolerance as the best approach to undeistandhig, 

^d to me soine months ago: “After all, every nation has 
broken its word at some time or other.” 

It^ true that, by force of habit or, possibly, because Lord 

Mifex was also present, he hastened to add: “except onr- 
selves perhaps.” 

But I see hope in that perhaps**. For the conduct of 
foreign affairs is or should be governed, not by what is ar- 
dendy desired by one side, but by what is attainable by both 
sides. You cannot create a world state or evai a modified 

League of Nations solely on democratic principles s_ 

more than half the population of Europe does not adhere to 
these principles. Democracies, like Fascist, Nazi and Bol¬ 
shevik states, caimot have peace or any measure of appease¬ 
ment solely on their own terms. 

A pohey of the attainable may seem unambitious and un¬ 
satisfying. But it has the virtue of realism. As a people the 
British, and especially die English, are a hundred years 
ahead of the rest of the world in pohtical experience. Hieir 
governmental virtues are patience and forbearance. By the 
exercise of these qualities we can perhaps provide a relief to 
immediate tension and a breathing-space in which the Nazi 
revolution may modify itself F^r in course of timp all 
revolutions modify themselves. 

The bestHuformed American in Berlin, a man who has 
spent many years of his life in Germany, told me lecendy 
diat there would be no peace in Europe until the day when 
Herr Hider drove, side by side with King George to 
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Buckingham Palace. Well, British tolerance might try even 
this experiment. 

But tolerance without strength is merely another form of 

surrender. We must be strong in ourselves and for ourselves. 

There is neither sense nor comfort in relying on unprofitable 

and unrealisable combinations. Only by our own strength 

can we win fiiends. Chily by our own firmness can we hope 

to achieve any measure of European cooperation. The small 

nations of Europe wait on our firmness. The United States of 

America, the most powerful democracy in the world, will 

help a Europe that shows some sign of returning to common- 

sense. But, not unnaturally, America holds aloof from a 

Europe ^t always seems on the verge of war. The bond of 

blood will not persuade her to pick the British chesmuts out 
of the fire. 

There was nothing new in this pohcy. It was in accordance 
with Ae best traditions of the past. It eschewed the dangers 
of alliances and guarantees. It recognised the value of non¬ 
intervention and the necessity of steering a middle course 
between the extremes of isolation and Utopian adventures. 
It commanded, I believed, as every foreign pohcy should 
conned, the support of the majority of thinking people in 
Britain. It demanded armed strength, greater tl^ we yet 
possessed, to put some check on violence and on the threats 
to pe^ power sufficient to make Britain’s word respected, 

and ffie requisite firmness to act resolutely when that word 
was floated. 

There was one question which I asked mvself Was 

Bri^ m a ^tion to^lay to put this policy, S' aUiS 
implications, mto effect? 

I had only one doubt. Was our national will-power 
rtrong enough to make the necessary eflTort? Had fi^eedom 
trom invasion lulled us into a false sense of security^ Or were 
our weakn^ only on the surfcce? Outwardly at all events 

diTiriom betwMn wealth and poverty seemed to 
have undermined our tmity. We devoted more time to 
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pleasure, we had a higher standard of personal comfort, than 

any nation on the Continent. Had comfort and the love of 
pleasure sapped our energy ? 

Critics m England, I ^ew, always said that English people 

who Kved abroad did not understand England. Perhaps tois 

was true. There had been previous apathetic periods in our 

history. Hiey seemed to follow naturally after great 

periods, as the listless, leaderless period of the Stuarts had 
followed the Elizabethan. 


The foreigners who were always saying that Britain was 
decadent were expressing their wish rather than their behef. 
I remembered a conversation with a senior foreign diplo¬ 
matist who has spent many years in London. He told me 
that when he first came to England he had only one fiiend, 
the chatelaine of a famous English house. His first visit was to 
her. She had recently had a child, and she led the Minister to 
the nursery to show him the baby. 

Ugly little brat, isn’t it?” she said, with apparent in¬ 
difference. 


“It took me seven years,” the Minister told me, “to under¬ 
stand that in that ‘ugly Htde brat’ there was more mother- 
love, pride of race, devotion, and capacity for sacrifice than 
in all die eloquent protestations of affection that I have heard 
fi’om scores of women of other races.” 


English reserve, I know, covered a hidden strength of 
which few foreigners were conscious 
At the same time there was, to me, something disturbing in 
the national unwillingness to foce any form of thought mat 
involved discomfort. There was even something mmealthy 
in our firequent use of the words “collective security”. I knew 
that it gave to many foreigners, and not only European 
foreigners, the impression that we were trying to foist on 
others a burden which we ought to shoulder ourselves. For 
the biggest burden was ours. In a war we stood to lose more 
than any country in history. Even more unwholesome was 
the peace-at-any-price attitude of the “my money for my 
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time diners-out in London. Nations were like wolf-packs. 
When the strong grew feeble, they were pulled down. 

I did not doubt our readiness to defend ourselves. What I 
sometimes questioned was our capacity for preparedness and 
our wuhngness to make, in time, those personal sacrifices 
which are the real strengA of a nation. Violence of language 
was no substitute for national firmness. It merely convinced 
Ae dictator countries of the accuracy of General Goering’s 
dictum: the democracies talk, we act.” 

These were the thoughts which filled my mind during 

my lut days in Berlin. Would they be the last days that I 

should ever s^d in a city to which I owed much? I could 

not s^ my forebodmgs. I clung to every hope, to every 

promise I made every allowance for the exuberance and 

wolmt Imguage of dictators. I was not a stranger to the 

blood and &e of revolutions. But if I were to be honest to 

inyselt, I had to admit that my dominant emotion was one 
or proround anxiety. 

On the eve of my departure I went to the British Embassy 
to My goodbye to Sir George Ogilvie Forbes. As I walked 

^ warmth of the mild spring evening, 

me sky behmd Ae Brandenburger Tor was the colour of 

with pink, 

spread themselves like chanots across the horizon. The 
stoeets were ^ost empty. Ifie chestnut-trees, a month in 

For some 

toe I stood at the comer of the Hermann Goeringstrasse 

the seme. Freddy the fleecy clouds smSithed 

d.e itsrfXXt"” washing 

T contrasting this peacefiil vista wdth all that 

aWnT uniforms, the 

black agents of the Gestapo, the huge new Air Ministry v^tith 
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Its loDg gnm fresco of buil-oecked German generak 
front wall. 

My last gluiipsc of Germany was at aa in dbe mor 
the last German suoon on the Dutch frooQCT. 11 ^ ki 
disturbed my sleep, and I rose up and opci^d the window. I 
heard the tramp of two thousand feet in unison. I kxjked 
and in the ram I uw a regmient of loldars marching o 
their monung exercises. 

Nazi Germany was already at work. 
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